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BBBFATOBY NOTICE- 



In tssuiug the present New and Revised Edition of 
" Words op Comfort," the erigin and liistory of t]ie 
book mriy be briefly narrated. 

After the somewhat sudden death of the little girl 
— a short notice of ivliose life is given, — numerous 
letters of sympathy were received from friends whoae 
acqiiaintiince I had made whilst laliouriug for about 
twenty years in vKrioua parts of the couuti-y, as a Town 
and City Miasionary. These friendly epistlfs had a 
very soothing effect on the heart. The opening words 
in the first one which camo to hand — " It is wel! with 
Sopliia \ she is now a safely folded lamb " — seemed 
as if they came direct fi'om that "happy land" of which 
fihe had often sweetly sung ! Other consolatory letters 
!'. >\ lowed, and after repeated pemsal they were tenderly 
iid carefully laid aside. By and by the thought 
n-j^e&teil itself that many Avere in similar circum- 
t^mces of l>ereavement, who might not he so highly 
: iionred with such " words of comfort ;" and, under the 
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influeBCe of this idea, I was led, somewhat hesitatingly, 
to transcrihe a few passages from the letters, and for- 
wai-d them to a Christian friend, the editor of a public 
jom-nal, with a view to insertion. After appearing 
anonymously in that publication, they were re-printed 
as a four-paged tract, and sent chiefly to pei-sonal 
friends, by whom they were much appreciated. The 
Rev. Hamilton M. Macgill, Foreign Mission Secretary 
to the United Presbyterian Chiu-ch, quoted tbe prin- 
cipal part of the tract in the JuvenUe Miasionary 
Magazine; and the Rev. Dr. Guthrie, Edinburgh, in a 
note, i-emarked, " I have read the Words of Com/oTt 
with much interest; you did well to scatter them 
abroad." 

These, and other similar unexpected testimonies, 
encouraged me to investigate the literature of the 
Bubjeet, and the result was the publication, early in 
1857, of a tractate of 72 pages. The little book was 
favourably spoken of by the press, anJ by several diss- 
tinguisbed winters, one of wliom — the late Rev. Dr. 
John Brown of Edinbm^h— observed, " I think the 
little book fitted to be very useful. Its fragmentary 
character is better fitted for the general mourner than 
a. long continuous discussion." These notices, and 
especially the opinion of Dr. Brown (wliose own little 
volume, on the aame subject, I had read with great 



satisfactioQ and profit}, induced me still fui-ther to 
prosecute my Kisearches, with the object of adding to 
the general interest and value of the collection — a 
laboiir in which I took a mehmcholy pleasure, and 
which occupied my attention, more or leas, for nearly 
foTir years. Aa the result of these efforts, there ap- 
peai'ed in May, 1861, the Second edition of "Worils 
of Comfort for Pai'ontH Bereaved of Little Children," 
eKt«nding to 390 pages. It met with a much more 
favourable reception than I had anticipated, and wa^; 
welcomed by none more than by those engaged as 
Misaionaries to the heathen in distant lands. The 
voluaie was likewise noticed in the niost fiiendly 
terms by variona sections of the British pi-ess. 

In May, 1867, a third and carefully-preiiared edition 
9 published, embracing 500 pages. This was fol- 
7 months by a " Missionaries' Edition," 
designed expressly for cii'cuiation. among home and 
foreign Mission agents. The idea was suggested by that 
devoted and succeaafu! Missionai-y, the Rev. Dr. Geoi-ge 
Turner, Samoa, South Seas, The proposal was ault- 
nitttid to the Secretaiiea of tie principal Missionary 
Societies, and cordially approved of. A number of 
|rentlemen in England and Scotland — with two in 
8ydney, and one in Hobai-t Town — well known for 
X Christian liberality, genei-ously secured, for home 
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and foreign raissionaiiea, 3000 copies. The whole of 
the Agents of the Ijoiidon Miaaionary Society, the 
Baptist Missionary Society, ■and the United Preaby- 
terian Missionaiy Society, were supplied with the 
volume. A number of copies were also cii-culated 
among the Agents of the Church of England Mission- 
ary Society ; of the United Brethi'en, or Moravians ; 
the Wesleyan Methodists ; the New Connexion Metho- 
dists ; the Primitive Methodists ; the United Fi-ee 
Methodist Churches ; the Bible Christians ; tiie Home 
Missionajy Society, London ; and those of the Estiib- 
lished. Free, and Reformed Presbyterian Churches 
of Scotland. Copies were likewise furnished to 130 
ministers of the Congregational Colonial Missionary 
Society; to 220 ministers of the United Presbyterian 
Church ; to all the miiiistera of the Evangelical Union ; 
to the Agents of the London, Manchester, Edinburgh, 
and Glasgow City Missions ; and of the I-ceds, Liver- 
pool, Bradford, and Rochdale Town Missions. In 
hearty sympathy with the excellent object towards 
which the Christian friends referred to so readily con- 
tributed, the Editor veiy cheerfully supplied the copies 
of the volume at the coat of paper, printing, and 
binding. 

In May, 1868, a Gfth edition was published, and 
the volume enlarged, chiefly by original contribu- 
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tions, to 5G0 pages. The present Editioa has been 
prepared in compliance ■with a wish, veiy generally 
expressed, that the book should be provided at a price 
which woTild make it more accessible to the people 
tluin the lai^er volume. Care has been taken to 
whatever was essential to the original 
purpose of the compilation ; and while the collection 
thus I'cmains substantially as it was, a new feature has 
been inti'odnced by placing in a aepai-ate section those 
prose articles which, though kindred in their character, 
do not specially refer to the death of children. It ia 
hoped this aiTangement may render tlie book more 
acceptable to general readers. Besides the original 
articles, by distinguished authors, fimiished to formei' 
iaanes, the present edition contains several contribn- 
>^ons which have not appeared in any of the previous 
'wUections. These include an original paper by the 
Rev. Dr, John Ker, Glasgow ; and selected articles by 
the Rev. 0. H. Spurgeon, Rev. W. Morley Funshon, 
M.A., Eev, John Riddel], Moffat, Eer. Dr. Theodoi-e 
L. Cuyler, New York, and Rev. H. Harbuuch, M.A., 
United States. 
Sincere thanks ai-e i^ain tendered to the authors and 
Lblishera of the works fi^oni which I have quoted, 
10 have, with the utmost roadineaa and cordiality, 
ited permission to i-e-produce their consolatory 



X PREFATORY NOTICE. 

contributions. The original pieces in prose and poetry 
are marked by an asterisk. 

These W(y)'ds of Comfort are once more sent forth with 
the earnest desire that they may indeed prove, especially 
to those who have been bereaved, a message of consola- 
tion from Him who said — " Suffer the little children to 
come imto me, and forbid them not, for of such is the 
hingdom of Heaven^ W. L. 



18 Abbotsford Place, 
Glasgow, May Ist, 1S69. 
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nSTORICAL SKETCH 



DECEASED INFANTS: 

REV. WILLIAM ANDERSON, LL.D. 



The historica] sketch in the former editione occupies a 
mncli larger space, and the following is merely a snni- 
guuy account of it, with quotations of pi'incipal pna- 



r^ry 



" The history of the question of the salvation of such 
as die in infancy is at once curious and impreasive. It ia 
curious for the exhibition which it makes of men being 
wtmpelk«l gradually to modify their most faTourite 
RyBtcmatic dogmas till they reduce them almost, if not 
entirely, to absurdities; and it is impressive for the 
manifestation wliich it makes of the principle by wliioh 
they were thus compelled — 'vix., the sovereign power of 
Common Sense — t/te Common iSenee of united Piety and 
Bumanily — protesting, in the one case, against God 
Jxang blasphemed, by pourtrayirg Him an object of 
injustice and cruelty; and, in the other case, 
e best affections of the human heart being 

lilted ftnd outrageil." 



14 HISTOBICAL SKETCH. 

The opinions and sentiments of some of the most 
ancient heathen writers are reviewed, and Quinctillian'M 
deHpftiring reflections on the death of his two promis- 
ing boys are thus referred to : — " When we reflect that 
QuinctilJian and Panl were not only contemporaries, 
but tha,t they dwelt in Rome at the same time; an<i 
that, when the rhetorician, the admired of the literati 
who crowded his lecture-room, was venting his despair 
in blasphemy against such gods as he believed in, the 
Apoatle, from his cell and bound in chains, was issuing 
to the Churches his consolatory admonitions, that they 
should not sorrow over their deceased friends, even as 
others who have no hope — when we reflect, I say, oa 
the contrast, how shall we sufficiently magnify 'the 
glorious Gospel of the Blessed God!'" 

When reviewing the opinions of Virgil, the author, , 
in passing, compares the Lugentes Campi of the poet 
with the lAmhoes of the Popish Doctors, and con- 
cludes the analysis thus : — " How affecting to a reflec- 
tive mind is the whole of the representation ! Some 
may wonder why we have expended bo much time 
and space on what they call sucli idle fancies. Vain 
and foolish they are, but they are not idle. They 
contain the beat, the veiy Iwst, of what GentUe 
philosophy had excogitated on the subject of Human 
Immortality — the best for the deteiTing of the 
vicious, the beat for the animating of the viituous, 
the best for the comforting of the bereaved : and this 
so late as about twenty years only before the birth of 
Christ. The reflection returns, How gross was the 
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darkness ! and bow ahall we sufficiently magnify tLo 
glorious QoBpell" 

Turning to the state of opinion under Judaism, Lo 
The Sinaitic dispensation — the entii-o 
Institute of Moses — did not contain any sepress 
Sanction in its legislation, either of eternal rewaril:} 
or of eternal punishments, whatever it may be 
thought its promises and tbi-eatenings impKed. The 
Abrabamic Coyenant, indeed, lay aa a, stratum below 
(GaJatians iii. IT) and crops up at times in tbe Psalms 
iind Prophets with its immortal pi-ospects; but these 
were but dimly seen and feebly apprehended by the 
greater part even of tbe aphituit! Isi-ael. And not 
mueh less for the Jew than for the Gentile was tbe cry 
iif tbe necessities of human nature loud for One who 
should bring Life and Immortality to light. 

'• Wben He who was the desire of all nations, in 
respect of His being adequate to meet their necessities, 
did at last arrive, how glorious was tbe sunshine which 
He shed on tbe pi-ospects of the faithful, bnt esjiecially 
on those of children — elevating them from a condition 
of neglect and contempt to a station so prominent and 
high in His kingdom '." 

Dr. Anderson next proceeds to expose tbe manner 

wltich this light has beeu obscured, especially by 
and Tractarianism ; and in reviewing tbe state 
progress of opinion in Scotland, he makes these 

Onr Calvinism, commencing with the Sovereign 
of Election, equitably assigned to those who died 
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in infaucy theiv proportwnal aliare of the merer/, but not 
less equitably their proportional sbore of the judginent 
■ — tbe judgment of reprobation or pretention; so that 
calculating the infanta' shaw by that of the adults, as 
manifeated in faith and a. holy life, there was left a vast 
multitude who perished eternally. — Parental affection 
early demauded, and easily obtained the modification, 
that the whole of Buch children of pioKS parmta as died 
in iniancy should be included in the decree of salvation. 
With this the heart of Scottish Proteatantiam for a long 
time remained aatisfied. With the exception of those 
bom of pious parents, and the proportion saved by the 
General decree, all the rest, in mOliona upon millions, 
■were doomed to everlasting woe. For two centnriea 
and a-half after the Reformation this was the pi-evailing 
dogma. And when, fifty years ago, Common Sense, 
warming into life out of its dreadful torpidity, began to 
vindicate the character of God, the rights of Christ, and 
the feelings of humanity, it was with hesitancy and 
bated breath, and amid suspicions of their soundooss in 
the faith, that a few voices were heard suggesting the 
possibility that all who die in infancy are saved. 

"The question was agitated in this form for a con- 
aderablo time^ antl Common Sense gained ground. 
About forty years ago, when he who sketches this 
review entci-ed on the public ministi'atiou of the Goe- 
pel, there were found a few lifting up their voices in 
protest and advocacy, that it was not only possible but 
probable, that all who died in infancy, having been 
guilty of no actual sin — no rejection of Him who was 
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appointed the world's Redeemer, were saved. He soon 
cast in his lot with the pleudera for such probability, tc- 
ahaxe the odium of being suspected — auapocted! de- 
nounced, aa being unsound, and licentiously squander- 
ing the salvation of ChriKt." But Common Sonae was 
with ua, and we proajicred, Nay, that is not t!ie accurate 
account It protested against our paltering limitation. 
Mere probabiliti/ of all being saved implied, it said, the 
possibilil;/ of some or many of infant spirits, who had 
neither done, nor spoken, nor thought an evil thing, 
being consigned to the fires of Hell. Civilization, not 
to speak of Piety, will not endure it. You must pro- 
gress, Reverend Sirs. So we of the anti-slavery school 
ascended the platform to proclaim the certainty of the 
salvation of all dying in infancy, — when the pro-slavery 
Conservatism of Dogma was now in its turn reduced 
in most quarters to a. feeble protestation that we were 
wise above what is written— -as if it were not written 
that God is just, which He would not be wore He to 
. eonsign to HoU-fira any infant spirit: "Are not mj 
ways equaU" saith the Lord (Ezek. xviii. 2SI). All Com- 

* During the Ute controverBj on the Eitont of the AtonBtnant, 
luring inct Dr. kVardkw in n book-ahop, nail minted out ;i 
punge to him in a. book, that morning published b; one of the 
oppoiite puiy, arguing tho possibilit; of tlm eternal dumution 
of a portion of dccoawiil infimtB, he said, "That is frightful;" but 
idded, " 1 regret deeply that in controvBray with the Bttptirta J 
<m lednced ioto the Die of cipreaBiom BSvouiing of a limitation 
of IhB aolvutiuD of deceajed infanta to the seed of tho righteouh 
I tbbor the thought : and am persuaded that tbia qucatian of the 
BrtBoC of the Atouement will yet turn on the question of Infant 
Bilvntlon." ' 
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mon Sense says, Amen. You need not try by sophistica- 
tioQB to reduce the judgment. Coinnum sense will not 
now tolerate you, in pre&ching, as waa preached by not 
a tew, even so late as fifty years ago, that there are 
possibly, if nob probably, a multitude of infantB, "of a 
span long," dreeing the penalty of Adam's sin in the 
abyea of Hell. Such was their phraseology, quoting 
the Scriptures without any lamentations about it 
(Lamentations ii. 20.) Simply, it is moat dreadful to 
think with what thoughts of God the mind of Scotland 
was infected, and t?ial not long since." 

But many ai-e now finding liberty to proclaim the 
ualvation of all dying in in&ncy, univeraally, on the 
principle stated by Kewton (page 70), and adopted 
by Dr. Brown (page 173), and Dr. Candliah (page 67), 
that all who die in infancy " are included in the 
election of grace;" and Dr. Gill, a standard autho- 
rity among Calvinistic Baptists, according to Mr, 
Spurge«a, affirms it as his belief " that thoy who have 
fallen asleep in infancy have not perished, but have 
been numbered with the chosen of G!od, and so have 
entered into eternal rest;" so that the stroke of death 
a never permitted to fall on any infant who was not 
included in the elective decree. 

"That the present publication will contribute largely 
to the furtherance of this cheering belief there can 
be no doubt. Its odaptatiou to the work has already 
been proved. And when there is such abundant 
testimony to the good service wliich it rendered in 
its original compurauvely meagre form, what ma>y- 
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oot be calculate)} on as Hr success when it now ap- 
l>BKrs as such a, large thesaurus of the opiiuons uid 
seotunentB of many eminent divineB and ominent 
poetaf It mast be a morbid heart indeed, which will 
resist the isdueuee of it^ diversified appeals, and con- 
linae to brood in fear that its deceased infant may have 
psiahed. — How admirable are the ways of God ! The 
death of that promising child appwired at the tim« 
mysterious; but fi-ora the manner in which it induced 
her fetber to commence and proceed with the collection 
and publication of the contents of these interesting 
l>agcs, it has proved the means of life to mimy hearts 
aJready, and is destined, I am persuaded, to do the 
same for a great multitude more. Itafibrdsagoodillus- 
trataon of a remark of an eminent contributor to this 
volume:^ — 'There are in this world those whose sorrows 
:ill spring up into joy for others; whose earthly hopes, 
laid in the grave with many tears, are the seed from 
which spring healinj; flowers and balm for the desolate 
and the distreosed.' 
Jl - " And yet, in propoi-tion to its excellence, there is 
HBv some miuds a diuigerous inflnence in the boot. 
^ftfbtia, in former ages, infant epirits wore to such an 
^^ <!xtetit iffw/red, on calculatiug the glory of the king- 
dom of the Kedeemer, there is in our age a tendency to 
idolize them. Are there not many for whom the prin- 
ti, if not only attraction, of that kingdom is the 
my of their restored children ? And tliia book, 
i it does, from its nature, of Words of 
afort to the bereaved, and therefore especially 
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engaged with disclosing to the imaginatioa these 
beatified children, may, unhappily, foster the idolatry. 
r therefore conelude these remarks with a preventive 
sentence of warning. The Psiilmist saya of God, 
'There is none upon earth that I desire heside Tliee,' 
speaking evidently, comparatively, and signifying that 
among many objects desij-ed, God received the supreme 
place. This is a subject of familiar illustration. But 
David said something before that — ' Whom have I in 
heaven but Thee V Ah, let the bereaved mother be 
admonished. If the vision of her child in heaven 
be more frequent, and more endeai^ed to her heart than 
the vision of the child's Saviour; and much more, if 
the vision of the funaer so engross her heart as to 
exclude the vision of the latter altogether, I must 
assure her that heave nly-mindedness such as this will 
not promote that heavenly meeting on which her hope 
is set Her firet object of admiring contemplation in 
heaven must be her oion Saviour ; and her great hope 
must \x, meeting with Him, and seeing Him in his 
glory, before any meditation on the present happiness 
of her deceased child be of a Banctifyina; character; 
and before any hope of meeting again with that cliild 
in heavenly blisa bo a hope not to he disappointed. 
I would espresa ray.^elf tenderly, when it ia a bereaved 
mother's heart which ia addressed ; but would it be 
genuine tenderness if it were dcluaii'e, flattering unfaith* 
fulnessT Hope first in Christ for yourself, and then 
hope, not for your child's salvation — that ia secure, but 
thatyoushallenjoy companionahip with him in glory." 
OlABQOW, May, 1869. 
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The history of the little girJ, whose somewhat sudden 
death was the moving cause of collecting the contents 
of the followiag puges, ia sooa told. Sophia, only 
daughter of William and Janet IiOgan, was bom at 
Bradford, Yorkshire, June 12th, 18G1, and died at 
Abbotsford Place, Glasgow, May 1st, 1856, at the ten- 
der and interesting age of four years and t«a months. 
Towards the close of March, 1856, she accompanied her 
mother to Keir-mill, Dumfriesshire. About two months 
previously, Sophia's faithful nurse had been buried in 
the churchyard there. The child gave her mother no 
r^t till she took her to the beautiful old sequestered 
boryin^-ground, on the banks of the Soarr. She soon 
stood beside, what she afiectionately designated, whilst 
the tears trickled down her cheeks, "My Mary's grave!" 
The child was deeply affected, and would allow no one 
to touch it with a foot, but gently preeaed with her 
little Imnd the tender grasa which covered it, She 
then went, of her own accord, to a greener spot in the 
burying-ground, plucked ft "forget-me-not," andputit 
in at the head of what she repeatedly spoke of aa 
'■ My Mary's grave!" 

Early on a Monday morning, which was one of warm 
sunnbine, after wishing " good-lq^s" to a pious friend 
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OH iter doaili-bed, she, in company with her mother 
aod graadfatliGF, walked to Tliomhill. Passing along 
the romantic banks of the Nith, she was greatly de- 
lighted with the gambols of a number of lambs, and, 
with ohild-like simplicity, entreated "Grandpa'' tu 
assist her in catching one of them. On returning 
home, she referred with great glee to this part of the 
visit ; and little did her [)arents then imagine that in 
about five short weeks their frienda, in consolatorj- 
letters, should be referring to herself aa a " B^ely 
folded lamb !" How impressive and suggestive the 
words of the Psalmist — "Thy way is in the sea, and 
Thy path in tho great waters, and Thy footsteps tuv 
not known." And how soothing to a confiding hea 
the well-known lines of Cowper— 

Judge not tho Lord by feeble BMist, 

But h'liat Him for Hia grace; 
Behind n frowning providenca 

He hides a Bmiling face. 

Hia purpoBBB will ripen fast, 

Untoldiiig every hour ; 
Tho bnd may have a bitter tastt. 

But sweet will lie the Hower 

Blind nnbellef is sure to eir. 

And scan HU work in vain ; 
God ia HU own interpreter, 

And He will make it plain, 

(Sophia was seized with gastric fever, and for three week^ 
was chiefly confined to bed. On the last Sabbath hut 
one of April, she whs able tfl be out of bed and nliah 
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u little food. For a few days she seemed to improve, 
and on the foUawing Saturday was up during moat 
of the day, and enjoyed herself much. After running 
nimbly across the room floor, she said, playfully, to a 
beloved friend and "mother in larHel," "You see, 
Qrasdma, that I can run yot."' 

This was her last little eartbly journey ! Before re- 
tiring to rest, the wiiter said, "Mball we ask Jesus to 
take care of usf To which, she promptly replied 
"Yea !" — at the same time gently folding her hands. 
On the Sabbath morning, on being asked to repeat a 
favourite passage of Scripture, she did so ; but, in a 
lower and peculiar tone of voice, quoted Proverbs viii 
17, " I love them that love me; and those that seek 
mo early shall £nd me," adding, after a pause, and in a 
whisper — " T/ie LortTs my S/tepherd /" On Monday 
evening it was evident that the solemn messenger, 
Death, was approaching. In the morning, her fether, 
when alone with her, said, "Will Sophia give her papa 
a kiss?' She instantly clasped her hands around 
his neck, and with all the earnestness and pure afi'oction 
of a loving child, embraced him ! The voice of an all- 

• Botli loved ones now Bleep together in tile aamo grave, in the 
OUigow Necropolis ; the one having died iil her £f t)i, the other in 
ber eiglity-fourth year. It nwj intersst young roodera to know 
that Sophia'i Grandmother hnd been for nbont seventy jonra u 
humble, lincere rollower of Cluist, and died in the firm futh and 
bopa of gtibig to heaven. Her last Bible utterance, suggested bj 
one af her oldest and beloved miniBtecial friends (the Rev. Dr. 
Wm. Andursoa, Olasgowj, was the following: — "There remaini^th, 
thenfore, a Bftt to the jieople of God." Hsythe yoaug. like bet. 
|^*« thrir hearts lovingly to 3r.mii '. 
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wise, ever-kind father wSiS beard, at this inexpreBBibly 
trying moment, saying " Be atUl, and know that I am 
God!"' The writer was "dumb, and opened not liia 
mouth," and BubmiBsively, though with a soreness of 
heart whicli cannot he expressed in words, silently 
took farewell of Sophia! On leaving the house, forthe 
labonra of the day, ho said to TTim who hears even 

" The burthen of a sigh," 
when passing in sadness along the busy street^ "The 
Lord gave, and the Lord is taking away j hlessed be 
the name of the Lord 1" and mentally repeated the 
following favourite verses, with a mournful interest 
never before experienced : 

W hate'er we fondly call our own 
BelougB to heaven's great Lord ; 

Thu blessings lent ua lot a. day 
Are soon to bo rGstored. 

'TU God thut lifts oar coniCortB high. 

Or siDka them in the grave ; 
He gives; and when He takes away. 

He tttltea but what He gave. 

Then, Bvar bleaaed be His name 1 
Hia geodneaa awell'd our atare ; 
His jnstioo but reanniEs its own ; 
'TJB ours still to adore. 
In lie course of the afternoon, her mother, obaerv 
her dear child getting woi-se, said, " I think Sophia is 
going to ' Gentle Jesua,' " when she faintly but dis- 
tinctly responded, ■■Ye3,ma! and you will come tool" 
This was the last simple, intelligent sentence she 
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i on earth. She lingered on. for & Bbori time, 
; gradnally weuker, till at five o'clock on 
Thursday, the 1st of May, a lovely sunny morning, 
the spirit was wafted by angeb to join the white-robed 
compaay of youthful immortals " before tlie throne" 
in. heaven ! 

The followiug -were Sophia's favourite passages of 
Scripture : — " I love them tliat love me; and those that 
seek me early shall find me;" "Create in me a, clean 
heart, O God, and renew a right spirit within me ;" 
' The Lord is my shepherd." 

Her favourite hymns were the following, part of 
which she oft«n sung in the evening, especially during 
the closing months of her brief but beautiful life : — 

Gentle JcaUB, meek and mild, 
Look opon a little ckild i 
Help me, Lord, to come to Thee ! 
Let Thy blessing rest an me 1 



I See the kind Shepliard, Jesus, stands, 
With nil -engaging charms ; 

L Hark, liow He calls the tender Iambs, 
And folds them in His arma. 

"Permit thsm to approach," He cries. 

Nor acom their humble name; 
for 'twas to bless snch souls as these 

The Lord of angels came. 

The feeblest Iamb sjaidst the Sock 
Shall be its Shepherd's core : 

While folded in the Saviooi's arms. 
We're safe from every auare. 
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There is a happy laud. 

F&r, far away, 
Where saints in glory atand, 

Bright, bright as day. 
Oh how tfaey sweetly nog ! 
Worthy is our Saviour King; 
Loud let His praises ring- 
Praise, praise for aye. 
Come to this h^py land, 

Coras, come a, way; 
Why will you doubting stand V — 

Why Btill delay ! 
Oh we shall happy be 
When, trom sin and sorrow free. 
Lord, we shall live with Thee— 

Blest, bleat for aye. 
Bright in that happy laud 

Beams every eye : 
Kept by a Father's haoil. 

Love cannot die. 
On then to glory run; 
Be a crown and kingdom won. 
And bright abovs the aun 
E«ign, reign for aye. 
This " Brief Notice" has beeu retained in the pre- 
sent edition with name hesitation. The writer feels as 
if it were too eacred for the public eye. It has been 
preserved chiefly for the benefit of those who have 
been called to mourn over the removal of beloved 
" little onea ;" who will perhapa feel, in perusing the 
pieces which follow, that they have been collected by 
one who can enter sympathetically into their dee)> 
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REV. DR. WILLIAM ANDERSON, GLASGOW. 

I NOW turn to the considei'ation of the case of such 
as die in iaiancy. These form by far the greatest 
jiropoi-tioQ of Redeemed Spirits. And when the 
heart of the Chiistian ia ready to fail within him for 
grief, yrhoa among ndult mea and women he can 
discover so little which will reward tho Redeemer 
for the travail of His soul, how reviving it is to look 
upward, and contemplate the iantunerable multitude 
of those who were tesuiied iu infkncy from the 
corrupting power of the world, and safely secured foti 
Himself in Hi.^ heavenly pavilion ! It is astonish- 
ing on the one hand, that there Rhoiild he found so 
many who have dark nUHgiviiigs of heart on the 
subject of the salvation of these infante ; and, on 
the other, that among those who do not question it, 
«o little account should be taken of them in estimat- 
ing the glory of the kingdom— deapising these little 
ones, and scarcely reckoning them in the number 
of the Saved : whereua it would be a leas improper 
Wft7 of calculation to nay, that the kingdom belongK 
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to children, and that the adults who are saved are a 
few who ai*e admitted to a share of their inheritance. 

Ohserve, therefore, in the First place, that, with 
regard to the deceased infant childi-en of believers, 
their salvation, at leaat, is as Bure aa the salvation oi 
the parents themselveg. What was the promise worth, 
yea, what did it mean, if it contained nothing for the 
spirits of liis infant offspring, when the Lord said to 
Abraham, the type of all believing parents, "I will 
establish my covenant between me and thee, to be a 
God unto thee, and to thy seed after thee," and com- 
manded that they should be circumcised, as well as 
himself, as a token of their interest in the promised 
salvation? Are not the ble^ings of God especially 
blessings for eternity! "Wherefore God ia not 
ashamed to l>e called their God, for He hath prepared 
for them a city." And can infants renounce the God 
of their parents, aa those may do who have grown up 
to years of personal responsibility? Oh, happy chil- 
dren, ye who were laid hold of by the Kedeeraer and 
appropriated to Himself, before ye could apostatize 
like your wi-etched brothers and unhappy sisters, who 
have broken the household covenant and abjured the 
family's Saviour ! Then, said I to the fatlier and 
mother as they wept, Tour children who have died are 
a better portion to you than those who live : weep for 
the living and not for the dead : it ia the living you 
have lost; the dead are safely reserved for you. — Again; 
when believing parents made their way so earnestly 
thi'ough the obstnicting diflciples, to place their ohil- 
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I before the Beileemer that He might bless them, 
■whaA, otherwise was His reception of theiu worth, yea, 
what did it mean, when " He was much displeased " 
with his disciples, "and said tmto them, Suffer the liLtle 
children to come unto Me, and forbid them nut: lor of 
such is the kingdom of God," and then, " took them uj> 
in Hia arms, puts His Iiands upon them, und blessed 
them f If any of these children had presently died — 
&nd there can be little doubt that some of tlionk did 
die in childhood — how vain it hod beun fur them to be 
bleesed by the Kedeemer, if there he no heavenly 
inheritance for those who die in enrly yeai-s? 

It ia most injurious, however, to the caufie of infimts, 
to plead ib on ground so low as this. Instead of 
merely vindicating their admission, and some ton- 
sidwation for them, I regard them as being generally 
the best welcomed spirits which pass into the eternal 
world. The whole of our Lord's treatment of them 
is calculated to produce t^is impression. Besides, 
contemplating the subject in the light of reason — 
Is not the intellectual and moral stiiicture, I auk, of 
an infant's spirit the same as that of a full-grown 
man ! And who shall dispute, that some of the 
brightest geniuses and most amiiibJe hearts of oni' 
luce may have been withdrawn — in the love and 
valuation of them withdrawn^ — after a short time's 
breathing of the pestileniial air of this earth, yea, 
before a breath of it was inhaled, to be secured and 
nureed in the Paradise of Godi As I think of it, I 
become the more persuaded, that this securing of many 
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of tlie 6m< by early death, may be a principle of the 
divine administration. It is trna, they passed away 
without having acquired any of this world's learning ; 
but irroapectively of God's standard of meaaurement 
being a. moral one, liow insignificant, I appeal, will 
not even Newton's science appear in yonder Temple 
of Light ! Will the infant spirit have any sense of 
inferiority from the want of it ) Will it appear dis- 
reqwctable for the want of it in the estimation of 
the Eternal One? — -It is tme, again, that thoy passed 
away without any prayers in which their infant knees 
liad bowed ; and without any ])salms of praise which 
tbeir infant lips had sung ; but what, brethren, 1, a 
second time, appeal, is the chief characteriBtic of a 
i-eligious life in this world! Is it not to have our 
hearts brought back to their infant state ! To have 
them cleansed of these pollutions, and divested of these 
perverse habits which we have contracted since we 
were like these childi-en, who wei« early withdrawn 
from the coiTupting influences to which we have been 
exjjoaed) Accordingly, Christ's great lesson for ua is. 
Learn to be lite a child. — And, a third time, if there 
are a few deeds of charity, of the performance of 
which we can speak for ourselves, O, is it not all 
more than counterbalanced when those infants can 
plead in reply, that they were guilty of no envious 
thoughts, no bitter or slanderous speeches, no impure 
imaginations or devices, no froffulneai against the 
Providence of Glod — of nothing at all which can be 
chartred against them as fithir a dereliction or trans- 
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if duty i Who of us sbatl pi-esume to compare 
himself with an infant, or forbid that its spirit go to 
the Saviour of its pious father, or tlie Saviour of its 
pious mothei' J 

In the Second place, with regard to those chOdren 
dying in inlkney who are the offEpring of ungodly 
parents — ^equally of suiih do I believe, that they shall 
dl be saved ; though not with a salvation so glorious 
^ts that of the offspring of the saints. It is not by any 
means for the relief of the anxiety of those wicked 
parents that I express myself thus confidently about 
the salvation of theii' childreaj but for magnifying the 
grace of Ood, and rejoicing the hearts of the saints 
on the subject of the magnificence of the Redeemer's 

kingdum, and the splendour of His reward 

We daim them for the kingdom. When the Son of 
Uod was incarnated, He became these infante' Brother; 

i when lAey liave not rejected Him, will He disown 
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Infinite wisdom haa determined that trouble, of one 
description or anothei', shall constitute part of the 
discipline to which every human being must be <nib- 
jecled. In the present provisional state of things, 
afflictive dispensations "must needs be.'' 

• DiMonne by the Rev. Wm. Anderaon, IX.D., on the " Ile- 
Duon of Cltfittiim Frierds in the Heaven^ Kingitom.'' Pnb. 
d IBM 



We do not at present inquire why ic is that this 
element of sufiering interpenetrates to Bo large an 
extent the fabric of human eouiety. We take our 
position upon the undisputed and indisputable Ikct — 
that trouble, in one form or another, is universal; and 
withdrawing our attention fi-otn all other developments 
of this ubiquitous ingredient in human life, we fix it 
upon one of the must painful forma in which it is 
found, and over the bier of the depai-ted inlant we 
would aak, "Is it well with the child)" 

Tender aa are the ties that bind the parental heart 
to those little undeveloi)ed but ever-developing Living 
Objects which enable parents to realise that thov are 
parents, these voiy ties are destined to be often 
agonizingly ruptured. Comparatively few are the 
households in whieh tliere have not been " mourning 
and bitterness" for Bomo child that was, and is not. 
Many are the Kaohels who have been bowed down 
under bei-eaving affliction, and have wept, and " refused 
to be comforted," becaune their sons or their daughters 
"are not." The "places that once know" multitudes 
of dear little Miniatures of fatliera and mothers, now 
" know them no more." And fathers and mothers go 
about the Streets mourning; or, refuBing consolation, 
they laDguisU in retii-emoat. 

But is there no balm for the wound of bereaved 
parents! la there no physician to heal their broken 
spiriti There is a ])ljyBiciiin, all-skilful to cure. He 
Ikaa a balm which is the very essence and elixir of 
consolation; — " It is well with the child." The chi 



e fousdatioa oa which the doctriac 
f all who die in infancy may 
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not lost, but gone before. Its "death is gain." Though 
it is "absent from the body," it is " present with the 
Lord," which is "far better." It is in "Abraham's 
b^om.'' And what is grander still, it is in the bosom 
of Infinite Love. Its voice to its parents, if that voice 
could be heai'd by earthly ears, would be, '• Weep not 
for me." Such is our deliberate opinion concerning 
departed little ones. 

There is a positivt 
of the everlasting bli 
be securely built np. 

(1) It may be proved from the fact t/tat, ia conse- 
quence of t/ie inUrpoeitixm of the work of Chrial, there is 
to be a vniversal reeurreclion of the bodies of inen. It 
will be admitted that there was no provision made 
for the resurrection of the bodies of men except in 
the i-estorative dispensation of mercy thi-ougli Christ. 
As it is ''in Adam " that all die, so ia it " in Christ " 
alone that all shall be made alive again. It is the 
" second Adam" who ia the Cause, or Occasion, of the 
UDiveraal resurrection. 

But in the resuiTectioa of the body and its re-union 
to the soul, there will be to the glorified a vast addition 
to their means of bliss ; and there will be to the lo»ta 
rast addition to theiv woe. Tbe bodily organism must, 
according to the condition in which it is placed, minister 
lugely to the happiness or to the miseiy of the soul. 
Oui we suppose, then, that any of those who die in 
in&ucy, and who have never had the opportunity of 
i^eoting tbe propitiation of Christ, will be subjected. 
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on account of that gracious work, to greater ■« 
they would have been called to endure had there been- ' 
no Saviour at all ) Can we suppose that Chiiat will 
be an unmitigated and inevitable curse to any of 
manliind? Surely we cannot cherish such a sup- 
position, when we remember that He came into the 
world not to condemn it, but to save and to bleas 
it. But if we cannot cherish such a supposition, 
we cannot suppose that any infants dying in infancy 
wiJl be lost. 

(2) This i-eaaoning is fortified hy the eagjrea? teaching 
of our Lord himself. We learn fi-om the Gospels, as 
for example from Matt, xix, 13, that on a certain 
occasion there were brought to Him " little children," 
that He might put his hands on them anci blesa them- 
His disciples rebuked the parents. But Jesua said, 
" Suffer little cliildreu to come unto me, and forbid 
them not, for ofsicch is the hingdom of heaven." This 
does not seem to mean " for of persons resembling little 
children is the kingdom of heaven." The term ren- 
dered " of such" has naturally a demonstrative import. 
Our Saviour elsewhere employs it when He says, "The 
hour Cometh, and now is, when the true worshippers 
shall worship the Father in spirit and in ti-uth; for the 
Father aeeketh tfjMA to worship Him;" that is, "seeketh 
these to worship Him." It occura in many other 
portions of the New Testament with the same demon- 
strative import, as for example in Acts xxiL 23, in 
which passage we learn that the Jews in Jerusalem 
cried out on a certain occasion, in reference to Paul, 
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"away with mich a fellow from the earth;" that is 
"away with <^ fellow from the earth." Jesus then 
means "for of these ia the kingdom of heaven." The 
kingdom of heaven belongs to " little childi'en." This 
interpretation ia conlirmed by the consideration that 
we shoald otherwise be at a loss to discover any 
jjeculiar propriety in our Saviom^'s action, when He 
took up the little ones in His arms and blessed them. 
If the reason of Hia procedure resolved itself simply 
iato the fact that tlie advli subjects of the kitigdoni of 
heaven are diUdlike, the same reason might have led 
Hun to take up lamba in His arms and bless them, 
iaasmncb as the adult subjects of His kingdom are 
Umb-like as well as child-like. 

It ia true that it ia added, in Mark x. 16, that our 
Saviour said, after blessing the little children, " Verily 
I say unto you, whosoever shall not receive tlie king- 
dtnnof God a» a little child,lie shall not enter therein." 
But still even hei'e, it is supposed that the kingdom of 
heaTen belongs to little children ; for when it is said 
"whosoever shall not receive the kingdom of God as a 
Utile ddld" the meaning sui-ely must be, " as a little 
i;liitd receives it." Wliosoever shall not receive tlie king- 
dom of God vntlimtt ieeldng to present anything of the 
nature of personal vieriloriovuness, a/uiU in no wise enter 
llierein. 

t it shonld bo said that " the kingdom of heaven" 

if by om" Lord is the kingdom of heaven upon 

I, we would reply, that the kingdom of heaven in 

I entirely upon earth. It is partly and prinoipnlty 
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ill heaveo. And moreover, if there be no olistaclea to 
the in&ot's admission iato the earthly province of the 
heavenly empire, there can be none to its admisaion 
into that larger and more glorious province above, 
■which, from its vastitude and vast pre-eminence, gives 
the denomination to the whoie domain. 

(3) We might add to these oonaiderationa the fact that 
IhnmghorU the Scriptures God iafrequently represented as 
clterishing a speciat regard for little cfiildren. We see this 
in the rebuke administered to Jonah,—" And should 
I not spare Nineveh, that great city, wherein are more 
than sLxscore thousand persons that cannot discern 
between their right hand and their left hand." We 
see it in the ■woi'ds of Jeremiah xix. 4, "They have 
filled this place with the blood of innocents." And 
again, in the words of Joel ii. 16, " Gather the people, 
aanctify the congregation, assemble the elders, gather ' 
the children and those that swA the breast, etc., then will 
the Lord be jealous for the land, and pity his people," 
And in Ezekiel xvi. 31, God calls the little children of 
ihe Israelites His children, and pours ten-ible denimciu- 
tions upon the people for causing them to pass through 
the fire to Moloch : — " Thon hast slain my cfiildren, and 
delivered them to couse them to pass through the fii*." 

On the whole, then, every line of Scripture-truth, 
when we follow it out undeviatingly, leads u8 up 
to the conclusion, that " it ia well " with all the 
" Uttle childi-eu " who have been caii-ied away from 
the unfolding arms, though not from the infolding 
hearts and memories, of bereaved parents. They have 
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been taken up " higher." They have been committed 
to wiser and more tender keeping, "Their angels' 
have got them ; and in the immediate vicinity of the 
throne, they are undergoing a training, whicli is 
alTsolutely free from all those elements of imperfec- 
litin, which might have resulted in moi'al deviation, 
ilufilement, and death, had they remained on the earth. 
" It is well." 

REV. GEORGE GILl'ILLAN. DUNDEE. 
"The promise IB unto you and to your cMldrsn." — (Actsii, 39.) 

We argue the ealvation of infanta, Frrst,— From the 
ipirit of the Book. Secondly, — From the revealeil 
i-haraoter of God. Thirdly, — From the glorious suf. 
IJLL-iency of the death of Christ. Fourthly, — From the 
interest Scripture takes in children. Fifthly, — From 
some remarkable individual promiaea. And in fine, — 
From the ex&mple and language of the Xiord Jesiis, 
Chriat. And, first, Fi-om the spirit of the Bihle. 
^Vhat is that spirit'! Is it not a gentle, a jieacefwl, a 
Idnd, almost an infantine spiiit ) The writers of Sciip- 
ture were simple as childi-en, yet wise aa divine 
inspiration could make them. And this kindly sim- 
I'licity they have ti-ansfeiTed to their writings. Their 
.viTitJi, when awakened, bums against obstinate trans- 
.vessors ; not against the infant of days, but against 

111- sinner a hundred years old. And if you would 
yee this spirit in its perfection, read the 1 2th of Romans, 

ftihe 13th of lEt Corintliinns— the epistles of John, 
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or tJie pleadings of the auoieat prophets — those elo- 
quent, tender, hi-oken-heai-ted pleadingB with ainnera — 
and ask yourselves, could that spirit havB been inspired 
liy a God who would place eternal obstructions between 
infants and salvation 1 

We argue it again from the character of God. You 
need not be told what that is. It is that of a Merciful 
Being — of a Father — of one whose name is Love — in 
such a sense, that even Hia wrath Ls love — that even 
TTia justice is love — that all Hia perfections crowd in 
and foiTu that grand centra,l Ijove which is His essence 
and alt And when His anger is awakened, against 
whom does it smoke 1 Not against children, bat 
* against transgressors adult in age, obstinate in rebeUioB, 
tmwearied in wickedness, who have rejected His terms 
of salvation and sinned against great light and many 
privileges. How irresistibly aiises the qiiestion, la it 
possible that a God who wishes all to be saved can 
refuse infanta admission into Hia kingdom ? — that Ht 
who has no pleasure in the blood of bulla and goats, 
has pleasure in the perdition of lamb-like infants?— 
none in the death of him that dieth — going down by 
hia own voluntary act into the pit — and yet hath in 
that of those who have never, been offered and never 
refused salvation? Perish for ever suoh hard and 
blasphemous conceptions of God ! 

But, ngain, I argue it from the glorious auffioieney 
of the Death and Atonement of Chiist. Suificient for 
all, as all now grant that atonement to be, it must be 
sufficient for infants. It follows, therefore, that infanta 






ly be BaTed — that there ia sufficient gi-oundwork ]iiid 
Christ for their acceptance. Christ, it is admitted 
has died for some infanta — but why not for all^ — 
and if for all — since none can by unbelief put them- 
selTes beyond the pole of salvation — why should not 
all be saved] Supposing a taint of sin somehow 
connected with the child, has not Christ died to take 
that tEunt away t Supposing the dying infant destitute 
of what is called "original righteousness," has not 
Christ, by His obedience, wrought out, and brought in 
robo so ample as to be able to supply its every defi- 

icy, and to clothe all ite nakedness t 
But, again, think of the interest the Book of God 
children. No term occurs more frequently 
than children. It sparkles like a sunbeam in every 
page. No promise ia uttered hut it ia immediately 
extended to children, " How shall I put thee among 
tha children i " is God's gi-eat point of inquiry, " Child 
of God" ia His highest title of honour. The Bible may 
be called "The Child's own Book." It contsdns, mcire 
than any hook in the world, matter peculiarly adapted 
for young minds and young hearts— and its juvenile 
heroes, Samuel, Abijah, Timothy, and the rest, are 
among the moat interesting of aU its charactei'S. How 
all this ; did God look upon all infants as 
ling no beauty to be desired, and no capacities of 
moral excellence ! 

Remember, again, some special promises made to 
infanta in the Word of God. Children, aa3^ David, 
God'fi heritage — His own peculiar and chosen 
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poaaession. The promiBe ia imto you " and to your 
cliildreii." To your children more fully than to you. It 
is to you if you accept it ; it ia to your cliildren, with- 
out any exception or reservation whatever. And how 
often are we told in scripture to imitate chililren. " In 
malice be ye children" — implying (tat that foul plant of 
hell — which is indeed the essence of the devil as love ia 
the essence of God — is not to be foiind in their breasts. 
And ye, therefore, "As new-bom babes, desire the 
sincere milk of the word, that ye may grow thereby." 
But in fine, all this comes to a bright and glowing 
point, when we consider the example and the language 
of Christ Jesus. 1 cannot i-esist the idea that our 
Lord himself had much of the child in His appearance 
Bad manner. He was, verily, the " holy child Jesus." 
He had certainly much of it in His nttei-ancea. Hia 
language in the Sermon on the Mount, resembles that 
of one who was at once a God and a child — so infinite 
ia the simplicity, and so immense the dejrth. And 
why was Christ bora a child! Why did He not appear 
like the first Adam, a full-grown man at once 1 Might 
it not be to show that such was His interest in chihlren 
that He became an infant in their stead — conseciuting 
thus the cradle, and filling the nurseiy with a divine 
radiance 1 You remember, too, how He took a little 
child and set him in the midst of His disciples, and 
said, "Except ye be converted, and become as thifl 
little child, ye cannot inherit the kingdom of God.'' 
And you remember the Btill more beautiful and signifi- 
cant words— " Suffer the Httle children to come unto 



41 



it, foi' of sucL is tJie kingdom of 
i^er surpassed in pathos 



me, and forlnd them n 
heaven," That a 
and in Gpiritnal n 
vent tliem coming. I don't think they did so on 
'■xtreme principles, and because they thought them 
young vipers and the spawn of Satan, tLat might con- 
laminate Christ by their neighbourhood. They merely 
thought them beneath the notice of one so great aa their 
.^Taster ; too small— too insignifioant, Clirist judged 
iitherwise. The faces and bearing of these little 
I'liildren reminded Him of the far land from which he 
liad descended — of angels — heaven — His Father's 
liouse. He thought Himself back at His native I'egion. 
And He said, " of such is the kingdom of heaven." 
Heaven is composed of characters similar to these; and 
fheae, if not checked and retarded by the evil iufiuences 
ipf the world, are on their way to heaven, and were 
these dying now, they would go there. Oh ! what 
heart, young or old, has not throbbed at heaiing, said 
or eung, the fine wniils — 

"1 tliiak, wben I read that sweat utory cif old, 
'When Jenia was iLereunoQg men, 
How Ho called little chfldren, u liiniba to Mia toM ; 
I shuuld like to liave bean with them then. 



I with thitt Hia htmda I 

Thftt Hia arm hud be 

And that I might have 



I been pit 



kind look wlien ] 



Jn tliat beautiful plats Ha ia 
Ym all th&t arc wnahed ani 
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In tte T4th chapter of the fli-st book of Kings, there 
la a short history which, within the same compass, is 
not, perhaps, surpaascd by any other in the Old 
Testament for graphic touch, isolenm interest, and real 
pathos — the narrative of the life and death of Ahijah, 
the son of Jerolxmrn. The picture of the irreligious 
father, pierced to the quick in his heart's tendereat 
affections ; his appeal in behalf of his dying child to 
the Ood he had foi'sakou ; the strange commingling ot 
folly with his appeal, in ordering his wife to feign 
herself to be another, as if Ho who could save from, 
death could not sea through disguise ; the submisaive 
compliance of the anxiouH mother, her journey to the 
blind and aged prophet, the terrible word and death- 
sentence which met her on the threshold, and her 
return to a home already filled with the bitterneBS of 
those who mourn for a tirat-bom — all form a story of 
wonderful and tragic interest. 

But it is to the rays of light in it that we would 
turn, and they all issue from one point — the death 
of a child. It is as if in a time and place in which 
hopeless degeneracy reigned among the more mature, 
God wished to show how he could still make up 
the jewels for His crown — gathering them out of 
the darkest pita of this earth and showing ua their 
glitter, before He gave them their hearenly setting. 
It is a ground of great comfort and hope, when our eye 
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and beart are wearied with sights and liistoiioa of full- 
developed wickedness among heatben at home and 
abroad. Where the death of the yoimg is most sadly 
abundant, may we not reverently trust, that behind 
the physical causes which are working there, a purpose 
of mercy lies hidden t — as if the gleaming form of the 
angel of life could be discerned hastening to bind up- 
the sheaves which the death-reaper is cutting down. 
Thei-e are other methods of delivering &om the Sodoms 
and Gomorrahs of the world than flight by the way of 
the plain ; and God has higher mountains to carry his- 
elect to, than that which was a refuge for righteoua Lot 

The notice of thia life is very brief. lAttlecould be 
said of it on thia world's side ; it was so ccloui-Iess and 
unsensational. How far it had passed from infancy 
into childhood we cannot say— probably only st few 
short steps. But the great end of life had been gained, 
even iii regard to character ; not its maturity indeed, 
but its direction. This is tlie main thing in 
present life. " Even a child is known by his doings, 
whether hia work be pure and whether it be right. 
The fii*st step baa been taken in the path which leads 
to everlasting life, and if death comes, it is God's 
acceptance of the traveller's aim^the seal of perpetuity 
set upon tbat Ziouwai'd look. The Hosanna passes 
at once into a Hallelujah. The way in which thia 

xdency of character is described, is very tender and 
y comforting to those who have lost little children. 
I him there is found some good thing toward the 
i God of Israel in the house of Jeroboam." Thi> 
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very vagiieneES and indetiiutenesa of it are full <^l 
tmdnesa and cliarify; for though the " emne" is not 
expressed in the original, it is really implied. An 
indeacribable somewhoft, different in different natures, 
ajid discernible oftentimes only by a parent's eye, will 
kIiow how very young child's heart turns to the 
thought of God and Christ, and the heavenly ■VForld, 
It ia perhaps realised only wlien the child has been 
tsken away; and he must be cold and hard who can 
listen with indifference to a pai-ent, while the smallest 
■of these tokens are fondly rehcai-sed — tlie slightest 
motions of the tender blade as it quivered beneath tie 
Spirit's breath. He does not despise these tokens who 
quenches not the smoking flax, and who, when there 
was no losing paternal eye here to make search, came 
and sought them Himself. There must be some sucli 
force in the words " there is fiyumd" as if God were 
seeking something which His eye could rest on with 
complacency in this monarch's house, and found it in 
the heart of this young child feebly feeling after Him. 
It was the one great treasure of the palace in the sight 
of Him who knows to dificrimiiiate the gold fi'om the 

Tliei'e is a testimony to the power of the gi'ace of 
God in the words — " in the /lovse of Jeroboam." It 
was certainly He who found the good thing in the 
chUd's heart who had first hidden it there. There ia 
none good but one, that is God ; and there is nothing 
good towai-dHim hut what comes from Him. To find 
the ti-easnrp in such a pniace was at rare n thing ai 
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marvellously beautiful — tbo equivalent in the Old 
Testament of " saints in Cicaar's houaehold," and n 
of a miracle in its way than that of him -who was kept 
from the lion's mouth, or those wlio passed thrc 
the fiery furnace without the smell of fire OQ t 
garments. The spiritual life is the higher, and to- 
implant and guard it in such a crisis is a work mora 
divise. What means God's providence employed to 
carry the seed of that good thiEg into the heart, " 
cannot tell. Whether the mother did not wlioUy 
share the father's godless life, or whether there was 
some nurse or attendant who became a foster-parent to 
tie soul, we know not. The jwwer of God's Spirit to 
teach waa in any case the same. In nothing, perhaps, 
is the divinity of the Scripture revelation more apparent, 
than in the way in which the mind of the youngest 
child can not only touch hut comprehend its grandest 
truths — gi'osp witli its infant hand the infinite. Tli 
breath that inspired the Bible comes evidently fi-oi 
Him who breathes into us the bi'eath of life ; they ai 
so fitted to each other. Try science or philosophy, or 
the history of nationa, in their power of quickening 
and elevating the first movements of the spirit, c 
paiftd witli tlie doings and the sayings of the Maker 
and Saviour of the soul. This is a never-failing 
encoviragenient to parents to begin early the religious 
training of their children ; and :t is a sure ground of 
btipe, that the soul which, in its fii'St essay, cau take 
such a hold of the highest truth, is made for an 
immortal \i£i. There ai-e deaths of babes and suckling: 
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from which God can perfect praise, so as to still the 
tnemy and the avenger. He can kiiidle a little lamp 
in our eailhly homes, bo bright, that we can see Him 
carrj-ing it up to make of it a star in the highest 
firniameut. Whon, as in this instance, it is kindled 
we know not how — when it shines solitary but steod- 
I'aat through some cloud-rift in a troubled sky, it lets 
us see a peculiar power in his grace ; hut in every 
instance in which we see Him writing Hia new name 
upon a young heart before He takes it to Himself, we 
iire hound to look upon hia work with a very loving 
and hopeful admiration. Never is it more manifest 
that it is not tor time but for eternity He is doing il ; 
that He is taking up the lanifi of our home to shine in 
the sky above all cloud and tempest "It shall iievei- 
perish, neither shall any pluck it out of my hand," 

The death of the child of Jei-oboam, no less than the 
good tiling found in his life, has lessons of encoui'age- 
ment and comfort. As it regarded the family fium 
which he was taken, hia deatli ia spoken of as ii 
(udgmeut ; hut it is only because they refused tti 
understand its true meaning. The history looks at it 
in the light of the result ; hut in the Divine intention 
it was sent in kindly warning. Jeroboam had been a 
sinner and a sediicer to aiu, and he had been repeatedly 
admonished in vain. His rightarm had been withered 
and healed again, and still he resisted. A cliild was 
sent to him, in whose young heart there was some 
good thing toward God, and he despised tho attraction ; 
and now that child is t'cmoved, "if" his heart may" 
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melted by tte tenderness of sorrow, and Jed to hear 
a voice from its grave. Happy for him if the death of 
his child had proved the life of his soul. Then though 
the child had not been restored, be would have been 
enabled to say, " I shall go to him." But he went on 
frowardly in the way of his heai-t, and the death which 
was sent in mercy is written down in judgment. It is 
our own use of these events which makes them gentle 
or atem : as we bear oui-selvea to them, they turn to 
MB their side of light, or frown upon ns from the cloud, 
till the chariot-wheels of the heart drive heavily. 
Xever does God woo more tenderly, or seek to win for 
heaven more atti-actively, than in the love of a child 
taken to the skies in its opening months or years. If 
we have teen lying fettered in worldly sloth and sin. 
He is sending his angel to deliver ns out of the prison. 
But if there was mercy ofiered to the parents in the 
death of the child, there was the full ttcompliahment 
uf it to the child himself. Could we but see the future 
in this world from which a preniatui-e departure saves, 
and the future in another to which it conveys, it would 
help to reconcile us to the frost which withers many 
an opening blossom. There were trials lying in wait 
for his spiritual life which could be in no other way 
escaped. The good thing which was in him as a child 
'vould be for a while reckoned by the father a childish 
caprice ; but as it gi-ew with his years and strengthened 
with his gj'owth, it woidd have enconntered stem 
opposition, and the allurements of his position would 
have laid many a snare for his feet. He was yet in 
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the peaceful harbour, but soon he miist ventui-e out oii 
the open sea, with its fierce storms, its adverse oun-enta, 
and it3 deceitful eddies. God's power co\dd, and 
doubtless would, have kept him 8afe amid all ; but He 
deemed it mote merciful to spare him the struggle, and 
to hasten the ooui-se of tlie frail bark, like that of the 
ship into which the Saviour entered, immediately to 
the land whither it was going. "The Lord tnowetli 
how to deliver the godly out of temptations," — some by 
gi-ace in this world, others by an early call from it 

He was saved from witnessing and sharing the 
suffering and ruin which soon afterwards overtook his 
fathei''5 house. The catastrophe had been delayed, 
perhaps by the unconscious inccrceasion of this young 
life ; but it could not be averted. The axe is lying at 
the root of the barren and withered tree which has 
cumbered the groimd so long ; but first the tender vine 
which has clasped its* arms so lovingly around it, muet 
be gently untwined and transplanted to a place of 
safety, where it may flourish in a better soil, and imder 
a moi-e peaceful sky. A fiood of desolating waters is 
about to sweep over tLe wide land of Israel, but God 
must prepare an ark for his young servant, ere tlie 
storm can break. What though that ark be his gravel 
It IS full of happiness and hope to those who oi'o shut 
in by the hand of God. " Thou wilt hide me in tho 
grave ; thou wilt keep me secret, until thy wrath be 
past ; thou wilt appoint me a set time, and rcmembei- 
me." " The righteous is taken away from the evil to 
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The mercy of the early death ia stUl more clear, wlien 
we thJJiV of what the child was taken to. When faith 
lets ua look within the yeil, we see Him who long 
afterwards assumed bodily foim and speech, beginning 
his gracious invitation, " Suffer tlie little ohildrea to 
come unto me, and forbid them not : for of such is the 
fciiigdom of heaven." Surely He was in this place 
though they knew it not Neitherwaait farfromthis 
is time or place that a prophet was about to speak of 
Hina — "He shall feed his flock like a shepherd : He 
shall gather the lamba with his arm, anil carry them in 
bis bosom;" and here already He is bringing home the 
firstlings of His flock. There were many bright hopes 
before the ehUd to human eyes; but such a word of 
invitation might well outweigh them all. He was 
taken fiiam the expectation of an earthly crown to tlie 
possesaion of a heavenly one ; from the troubled and 
precarious dominion of Israel to a kingdom that canaot 
be moved; from the protection of a father who, how- 
ever well he loved him, knew not his true interests, to 
the care and nurture of the Father of spirits ; from an 
earthly mother's tendernc^ to Him who created it, and 
who says, "As one whom a mother comforteth, so 
will I comfort you ; " — hiim the loud wail of a 
sorrowing nation to the joyful acclaim of the nations 
of the saved ; from the tears of kindred to the bosom 
of the family where they weep no more. Is it well 
with the child! and shall we not answer? It is well. 

It is a blessed thing when bereaved parents can so 
le^y, when faith can lean on God, and hope can look 
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up to heaven, and love can. tenderly smooth the short 
green grave where Gad has hidden their heart's desii'e — 
hia precious seed^-and they, mottmiug but not 
munnuring, can patiently bide the time till He shall 
gipe it back to them, ia the day when flower and fruit, 
freshness and ripeness, are found united, and a. joy 
with them like unto the joy of harvest. Let ua not 
ask why the child cntei-ed this world only to quit it, 
and made its brief home in our hearts to leave them 
more lonely and desolate. It is one token t)iat there 
ia another world, when there are so short aojouminga 
in this. The entrance of the child into the life of 
earth, however naiTOW its space, is as true a beginning 
of the life that never ends, aa the threescore years and 
ten — and its share in the great atonement as real and 
full, as that of him who has borne, through all the 
appointed hours, the burden, and heat of the day ! Its 
release and his labour are alike of grace, and have their 
place and purpose in the innumerable family of the 
redeemed. There must be many varied voices ia the 
harmoniea of heaven, as well as in the choirs of earth. 
There, too, " both young men and maidens, old men 
and children, must praise the name of the Lord." If or 
has its short life been in vain, even on earth, if it has 
drawn the affections of any to a heavenly world — if 
the sweet bird of passage which nesiled beneath our 
eaves has attracted the heait, to the aun and summer of 
a hotter laud.— Then, " the child dies an hundred years 
old." Only let it be the earnest wish and effort of 
parents who have lost their children, to make sure of 
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this — to see to it that the separation ia not pei-petual, 
and that the bond be made as eternal as it is deep and 
dear. There is no judgment in such deaths, no ating 
in such Borrows ; but goodness and mercy — pure, 
uiraoingiod, ani everlasting — to parent and to child. 
" Thus Haith the Lord ; Refrain thy voice from 
weeping, and thine eyea from teiira ; for there ia hope 
in thine end, saith the Lord, that thy children shall 

t again tti their own border." 



REV. DB. DiVID RUSSELL, DUNDEE. 



RussKLL, in an ailment on the resurrectioQ of 
the body and the advent of Christ, thus writes in hia 
excellent, well known Essay on " Infant Salvation " : — 
If infanta are raised from the dead through the media- 
tion of Chrbt, and if, as we have seen, they cannot be 
raised to misery, they are, of course, delivered from the 
penal sentence pronounced on them on the ground of 
Adam's transgression ; and if so, they are also delivered 
from tbjkt spii'itual death into which they fell through 
the loss of those holy principles which were enjoyed by 
'Him as their head and representative : for, were it other- 
wise, the blessing of the resurrection would be rendered 
■worse than nugatory. As they have not been account- 
able agents, their deliverance from the one result of the 
sin of Adam, must be connected with deliverance from 
the other,and this again with eternal life in the heavenly 
, mradise. It was in consequence of the sin of Adam, 
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that special holy influence was ■withdrawn : and it is in 
consequence of the perfect lighteousnesa of Jesus aa the 
second Adam, that this hallowed gift is restored. And 
if it was as the descendants of Adum, our public head, 
that we were involved in this loss, so it is as connected 
with Christ as our Head that we came to partake of 
the aacred influence of His Spirit. If, then, this gift he 
bestowed on deceased infants, it must he given them aa 
members of Hia spiritual body, and, of course, must be 
given to make them meet for the special privileges and 
blessings of TTis kingdom. The resurrection of infanta, 
then, including, of course, the recall of their spirits 
from the separate state, is connected with their previous 
deliverance, at least at the time of their death, &om 
the power of original sin, and, consequently, with their 
final enjoyment of the celestial inheritance. 

Dr. Bussell, in the closing chapter of hia Essay, pub- 
lished about thii'ty years ago, when the subject was not 
BO popular as it foi-tunately is at the present day, 
observes :■ — -The preceding reflections appear decidedly 
to show, that the question respecting the salvation of 
iniants ought not to he shunned as an intrusion into 
those " secret things " which belong only to God. It 
aeems to be an evident conclusion, from every view 
which the Scriptui-es exhibit of the will of the Almighty, 
that all of them dying in infancy ai-e saved. 




, HKV. DR. EALPn WAEDLAW, GLASGOW. 



The following is an extract from one of Dr. Wavdlaw'a 
mannacript lectures on the Life of David, kindly 
fiimiflhed to us by his Bon, the Kev. John S. Wanllaw, 
M.A., London. It is founded on verses 22, 23 of the 
twelfth chapter of 2nd Samuel — "While the child was 
yet alive, I fasted and wept : for I Kaid, Who can tell 
whether God will be gracious to me, that the child may 
live ? But now he is dead, wherefore should I fast J 
can I bring him back again! I shall go to him, but 
he shall not return to me." 

Let not this he interpreted aa the language of ins^i- 
sjhility. The general character of David, and his pre- 
vious behaviour on the same occasion, ought to save 
him from every imputation of thia kind. No. TTjh 
heart was full of patei'nal and conjugal tenderness. 
Fain would he have brought back his babe to hia own 
food embrace, and to the Lreiiat of its disconsolate 
mother. But the thought was vain. All was now 
over. The last sigh with which the infant spirit 
escaped to wing its way to the world of light, had 
settled the case with i-egard to the child. David Lad 
found his consolation in God, and he had the richest 
and sweetest of all comforts respecting hia infant. The 
language — "/ shuUgo to him'' — is evidently the lan- 
guage of comfort, by which he was supported under the 
anguish that would otherwise have been intolei-able in 
the thought of what follows — "but he tliall not relttm 
It does not, then, it cannot refer to t/ie grave. 
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The child was not in the grave when the worda wera 
uttered ; nor do I believe there waa any thought of the 
grave in the bereaved parent's mind. What consola- 
tion could there hiive been in tliat, tliat Ite, too, should 
lie down a eold, inanimate ooi-pse ! This was notyoi?zgr 
to him. in any senao that could impart the slightest 
satiafaction to the afflicted Bpirit. The words clearly 
imply firm conviction of his child's existence and happi- 
ness. " I shall go to him," means, I shall go whither 
he has now gone. And if his afterwards joining him 
there was an abject of hope, there is necessarily implied 
the persuasion of his having gone to a place of happi- 
ness. How sweetly soothing, how inestimably precious 
is the same thought still to the agonized bosom of 
parental love ! How delightfully tranquilizing, when 
the first burst of nature's agony has a little subsided, 
the reflectioa that your child has been taken away Irora 
the evil to come— taken, to spend those yeara in heaven, 
which he must otherwise have spent amidst sin, and 
temptation, and sorrow, in the valley of tears : that he 
has been spared all the perils, and fatigues, and fight- 
ings of the wilderness, and bus been received at the 
better country, even the heavenly; that the tender and 
lovely plant which yovi had begun to cherish with so 
much care has been happily removed from all the 
chilling frosts and withering bloats of tlua infnrior 
clime, and has found its place in the garden of God 
above, there to diink the dews of paradise, au4 to 
flourish in unfadinf; beauty ! It is a settled, undoubt- 
ing, delightful sareuity which the soul enjoys in con- 
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mplating tha departute of little children. Think of 
Mt the kind and graciooa Kedeemer said of them, 
■hen, with a frown on those who would have forbidden 
leir being brought to Him, and a smile of inefiiihle 
1 benigoitj oa the little immortals themselves, He said 
— "Suffer the littla children to come unto me, and 
forbid them not : for of such is the kingdom, of God," 
and, taking them up in His arms, He blessed them. 
Think, then, of their blessedness, and that will soothe 
your grief. 

The following is an extract from an unpublished 
letter, addressed by J>r. Wai-dlaw, to his daughter and 
her husband, the Kev. J. Keid, M.A,, Eellaiy, India, 
on the death of their child, in 1833 :— 

With regard to your precious little darling, all is 
mH. He iu not lost — not lost even to you. He is only 
gone home before you ; and in the everlasting home 
you will by and by find him. . . It b a delightful 
thought, that of having part of ourselves with God 
bpfore us. And then the confidence is Bo perfect, BO 
entirely free from all misgivings, so sweetly tranquil, 
unruffled by the least breath of doubt, in regard to 
" little children." Did not you hear the compassionate 
Redeemer saying to you, as He was loosing the band 
of iiff, "Suffer your little child to come unto mel" 
He said this when on earth. Ho says it from heaven, 
whan He thus takes away the "babes and sucklings" 
of Hi3 own people's fond alfBctions, tliat " out of their 
.lips" Ho may "perfect praise" above. 
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REV. DR. ALEX. MACLEOD, BIRKENHEAD. 

' ' Your little ones, which ye said would be a, prey, and your 
children, which io that day had no knowledge between good 
and evil, Ihey shall go in lhilher."—'Deat. L 39. 
Ton are in circuroHtancea to welcome light fimflM 
whatever quarter on the destiny of children dying alfl 
the age of yours. ' 

I have lying before me the analysis of an argiiment 
from Analogy od this aabject, which made a great 
impression oa me at the time I first saw it, and may 
be of use to you at present. The argument ia based 
upon the admission of children into the promised lajid, 

I need not remind you that there is an analogy 
between the land which was once the land of promise 
to the Jews, and our heavenly home. From that 
land, for their sins, the fathers were excluded — Caleb 
and Joshua alone excepted. But of the children it is 
said — " Tkei/ shall go in thither." If this was so in 
the case of the earthly Canaan; if the children of 
parents, who themselves were excluded, were favoured 
in this way ; if they were the subjects of mercy, while 
their fathers were the objects of punitive justice, Low 
much more may we expect it to take place in respect 
to the heaTenly Canaan 1 The point here is, that the 
exclusion of children doea not follow the exclusion of 
parents. If it did, all would have been excluded 
except the children of Caleb and Joshua. 

The Tsason assigned 6y God for this jirocedure, is 
one which will be applicable at the day of judgment. 
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"Tour children, vrhich in tJiat day Jiad no hwicledge 
between good and evil, thsjiiisW^o in." It istniethey 
■were living when tlieir fathers rebelled against God; 
but they were not partakers in tho rehellion. In. the 
day of provocatioa they were gambolling about the 
green fields in innocent ignorance of what was taking 
place; they were not yet capable of distinguishing 
between good and evil, and, therefore, they were not 
excluded. But since we are speaking of the dealings 
of the unchangeable God, we may safely conclude that 
He will acknowledge the foree of the same reasons in 
the final judgment The infants who die, cany with 
them towards the judgment thi-one no knowledge of 
good or evil — no expeiienLO of the bitterness of offend- 
ing God. And they will not be involved in the 
condemnation of the wicked 

If you nest consider the pui-poaea forwhich children 
were admitted into Canaan, you will see that similar 
purposes require fulfilment in their admission into 
beaven. One of these purposes is referred to in the 
Terse c|tioted at the top : " Your little ones, which ye 
eaid should be a jithi/." If you read carefully the four- 
teenth chapter of Numbers, verses 1-3, you will under- 
Rtand the force of the i-ebuke. Sin had blotted out their 
&ith in God. " Their children were sure to perish ! " 
They themselves, too, would perish. So they thought. 
And (Aey were indeed to perish. But the helpless ones, 
■lu innocent, the unpartaking, were to go free. Now 
: je admission of the children info Canaan, after the 
tspresaon of unbelief on the part of the parents, was a 
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vindication of God's ways, an answer to the unbelief of 
the parents, and a perpetual token tlittt God deals with 
infante on tlie ground of saving mercy. It is glorioua 
to think that God is preparing a reply to the doubts 
and disbeliefs of all who are farfiflni Ilim, by a similar 
exercise of grace. Sceptiea, infidels, heathens, expect 
nothing for t/ieir children but death, temporal and 
eternal. How will they be amazed when they discover, 
in another state, that God has been better than their 
thoughts ; and although they (because of their sins) 
are excluded, their children have been admitted info 
HJH presence. — Still further, God had this purpose in 
bringing the children into Canaan, that they should 
advance His standard into new territory, build up His 
kingdom, and be the organ of Hia pi-aise. Has He not 
the same purpose in respect of heaven J He chooses 
not to be alone throughout eternity. And (blessed 
prospect!) fixjm the mouth of babes and sucklings 
He ordains the strength of His eternal halieiujalis. 
He who could raise up children to Abraham from the 
atones, will not want the power to fill heaven wiiji 
their loving and delightful songs. 



BEV. DR. ADAM THOMSON, COLDSTREAM- 

I MUST embrace this renewed opportunity of expressing 
my firm conviction, founded, I thbik, on the testimony 
of the divine record, that all infants, wil/ioul exceptioTi, 
■will, when they die, be introduced by the compassion- 
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ate ojjd Almighty Redeemer intn that place where, 
" out of the mouth of babes and Bucklings," He will 
then and to all eternity pei-fect His own praise; showing 
in them and by them the infinite value and efBcacy of 
His own atoning blood. He who shed that blood for 
them on Calvary, and who, while yet in deep humilia 
tion, said, " Sufiep little children to come unto me,'' 
has now brought them near the exalted throne which 
He occupies and adorns. There they are transformed 
into His likeness, because they now " see Him as He 
is." Their powers will thiis be perfected, and their 
capacity for enjoyment accordingly enlai^d. They 
were not permitted to serve, so as to enjoy fellowship 
with God here. But there they shall serve Him day 
and night in Hia temple. And what a source of con- 
solation is this 1 Oh ! can we grieve when wo have 
reason to believe that our children are in heaven, freed 
for ever from all evil, and from the possibility of' 
Buffering or son'ow of any kind ; bnt on the contrary 
rejoicing, as they shall to eternity rejoice, in the- 
presence of God and of the Lamb ! Who can doubt 
that their songs will bo among the sweetest, and even 
the loftiest, to be hcai-d in the celestial temple 'i * 

* ThU TeneraHe Christian patriot, so well-known and liiglily 
roipected tor hii energetic, diiinterastod, and encoeaafiil effortB to 
ovutbrow tha Bibla monopoly, waa born at Coldstream, on the 8th 
1^ November, 1779; ordained at Coldstream, Muroh IB, lUCii; and 
<lie<1 there, on the 23rJ of February, leCL 
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REV. DR. ALEX. WALLACE, GLASGOW. 

I HAVE of n been, s nick witli the followiug passage 
itt conn on w h the subject of infant salvation — 
" Out of the mou h of babes and sucklings haat thou 
ordained strength be ause of thine enemiea, that thou 
mightea ill the en my and the avenger," (Ps. viii. 3.) 
TliB enemy and tl e a nger referred to here is, T think, 
Satan, who would avenge himself, if he could, by de- 
stroying the whole human nice. But hia revengeful 
desires have been thwarted, innsmucli as majiy helpless 
babes have been made the subjects of renewing grace. 
Moi-e than this; I suppose the majority of our i-ace die 
in infancy ; these, I believe, are all lambs of the 
" Good Shepherd," and are taken to Himself— " for of 
such is the kingdom of €!od." In this way the Father 
of mercy "ordaina strength, stills the enemy and the 
avenger;" because, in the salvation of infants, the 
number of the saved is greater than the lost. Our 
Saviour quoted this ancient oracle, when tlie children 
sung His praises in the temple, and He sUenced those 
who were instigated by the " enemy and the avenger" 
to find fault with the children and their songs. Many 
children now sing the praises of the "Good Shepherd" 
in the temple above, and your dear child is there, too, 
and of her and many more are the ancient words true, 
" Out of the month of babes and sucklings hast thou 
ordained strength." 



EEV. DR. ROBERT FERGUSON, LONDON. 

As partakers of a, fallen nature, children are subject 
to disease and death. Much and tenderly as we low. 
them, it is not unfrequently that we ai'e called to 
follow them to the silence and the solitude of 
the tomb. More than one-third of the race die in 
infancy and childhood. What is their final condition? 
This is a question which often forces itself upon the 
thought of Christian parents, and which more or 
less disturbs their inward peace and quiet. But how 
tranquillizing and how assuring are the words of 
the Saviour — " of such is the kingdom of heaven !" — 
as if to intimate that heaven is their true and proper 
Lome— tiieir Father's house, in which only they can be 
for ever safe and happy. Of the salyation of infants 
there can he no possible doubt ; for, " as in Adam all 
die, BO in Christ shall all be made alive." Whatever 
may be the effects involved in man's transgreaaion, 
tlese are all provided for and removed by the Bub- 
Btitution and the work of Christ; ao that if there 
■wei-e no personal sin or actual guilt, the Saviour's 
m^liation would result in the salvation of the whole 
ritce. Prom all such individual, actual guUt, infants- 
are fi-ee; and the atonement insures their introduction 
into the family of God, with a full participation in the 
glory of the world to come. But myriads of children, 
no longer within the years of infancy, ore permitted 
to light up our homes with their smiling, beaming 
« for a longer or shorter period, and ii 



a many waya 
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to add to the sum of our earthly jojs, and yet are 
taken from n3 while the dew of youth is upon them, 
and sometimes amid the first and earliest buddings of 
their intellectual development and intelligenca What 
ia their final condition ) It is imposaible to fix on any 
one uniform ago in a child aa the point at which 
responaihility begins ; hut let the age he what it may, 
we are firm in the belief that the Spirit whom the 
Saviour sent to glorify Him, and whose office it ia to 
take of the things which are Christ's and show them 
to us, not only enlightens the minds of these little ones 
prior to their removal, but so reveals a Saviour's love 
to them and in them as to draw their young and 
susceptible hearts into union and fellowship with TTim - 
self here, and thus prepare and meeten them for the 
life and the bliss of a higher state. If in all thiugs 
Christ is to have the pre-eminence, then He will have 
the pre-eminence in numbers. The saved will far 
outnumber the lost; and among these redeemed 
ajid glorified ones, those whose hearts have Ijeen 
least defiled by actual sin, and who are most sus- 
ceptible of receiving the impression of the Saviour's 
image, will occupy a conspicuous place. Just as a 
single dew-drop can I'cHect all the rays of the sun, so 
the mind of a child cau take on and reflect the like- 
ness of God — " of BLich ia the kingdom of God.'' 
They are thei-e in myriad throngs — pure, perfect, and 
for ever blessed. Tliey perfect the family of God. 
Their presence makes that home of the redeemed all 
the brighter, and sunnier, and more attractive. There 
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ia no circle into which they do not enter, i 
which they do not mingle, and no sei-vicc 
they do not jierform their i)a,rt. 



REV. DH. J. LOGAN AIKM.A.N, GLASGOW. 

The aigument for infant salvation rests, not on 
isolated passages, but on the genius of the Bible and it« 
economy of gi-ace. We muse npon the mission of Christ 
to find one of its principal glories in glorified infancy. 
The inhabitants of Christian and Pagan lands shall be 
judged respectively by the Gospel and by conscience 
— but to neither law can infants be subject. Tlie death 
of children ia traceable to the sin of Adam, and their 
glory to the righteousness of Christ. The only v 



which harmonises i 
demption by Chiiat ci 



Lversal scripture is, that the re- 
mpletely covers the sbi of Adam 
—that adults in Bible lands are judged according to 
their faith or unbelief in tlie Son of God, and that 
Christ's covenant with His Father carries the salvation 
of all infanta. 

There ia an intuitive conviction that infants, who 
have not persoTudly rejected the law and lovo of Uod, 
cannot be excluded from the kingdom— and that they 
are as fully identified with the second as with the firnt 
Adam. There may be a higher degree of glory given 
iJBometianslated infantabecauseof their godly parent, 
age. But the soul of man clings to the thought of no 
infuit being lost in the universe of that God, whose 
" tender merciea are over all His works." 
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KEV. DR. EDWARD STEANE, LONDON. 

Wa arrive at the conoltision, so delightful in itaelf, and 
80 consolatory to parents in tlie hour of bfereavement, 
that their precious children whom, in the sweetness of 
their infantile innocence, the cold hand of death has 
rifled from their bosoms, are translated to the regions 
of the blest. Those delicate flowers, which the rude 
Btorms of our inclement atmosphere have blighted, 
vrnfold in eternal fragrancj beneath the pleasant beams 
of the son's celestial glory. Those bright, but little 
stars, which to us seem prematurely quenched, do but 
sink beneath the horizon till, with new lustre and 
augmented magnitude, they repair their drooping radi- 
ance, and " EJama in the forehead of the morning sky." 
Those gems, more precious than pearls or mbies, of 
which the anguished mother has been despoiled, are set 
in deeper brilliance in that glorious mediatorial diadem 
which encircles the Redeemer's brow. Those infantile 
voices, which had scarce learnt to lisp His name, now 
sing in lofty descants, " Salvation to liim that sitteth 
upon the throne, and to the Lamb." Then let the 
stricken hearts of parents, whom death has made child- 
less, no longer indulge an immoderate grief. Your 
beloved and lamented offspring, looking down from 
their heavenly spheres, would chide your sorrow. 
Among the i^ansomed they have taken their immortal 
stations. 
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EEV. DR. WILLIAM COOKE. LONDON. 

of the mtBt beautifui incidents of the Redeemer'B 

aSbrds to the question, of infant salvation a most 

mTe and satiafactoiy solutioa. There stands the 

,tB Godl Truth heatns fi-om His lips, and 

ling power I'adiates from His omnipotent touch. 

ithers in Israel gather around Him, and anxiously 

mt their children for His benediction. The 

■diBciples, ignorant of the depth and tenderness of His 

Bfmpathies, and knowing as yet but little of the 

benign purpose of His coming, rebuke the tender 

women for their inti'usion, and thrust them and their 

idlildren away ivoxn His presence. But He, the 

truth, and the procurer of life and 

;T«tion for all, bids the trembling women draw near 

to Him, and welcomes their children to Hia loving 

armG, uttering those memorable woitIs — " Suffer the 

little children to come unto me, and forbid them not : 

,4oi! of such is the kingdom of God." (Mark x. 14.) 

the word "such " be frittered down to mere 

and, if it were, the likeness itself woidd 

'intlieate a titness for the kingdom ; and if a. fitness, a. 

title ihei-eto through gi'ace. But another text gives 

th« meaning of the word a, direct pei-sonul application 

to children themselves as such :^" Take heed that ys 

despise not one of these little ones [little chihiren being 

tiiea in His presence]; for I say unto you that in 

heaven their ancels do always behold the face of my 



^m tbildrei 
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■ to Hin 
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Father which is in heaven." (Matt. xviiL 10.) These 
plain and striking words settle for ever the question of 
infant salvation. In heaven the little ones are angels, 
blessed spirits, dwelling in God's immediate presence, 
beholding His face, and rejoicing in the light of Hia 
countenance. 

Parents, wipe away your tears, yoar little ones are 
safe. Tiough severed from your embrace, they are 
received into the embraces of Him who died for them 
and rose ^aiiL Liil up your eyes then from the 
gloomy sepulchre to the radiant throne, and thei-e 
behold them resplendent in robes of purity, and 
exultant in the bliss of the Divine presence. Pi-epare 
to meet them in that br^ht world, where the parting 
tear shall never be shed, and the sad fai'ewell shall 
never be heard. Meanwhile be unceasingly careful to 
train your surviving offspring to a meetness for that 
blessed inheritance, that at the last day, when standing 
in His glonous presence, you may say respecting both 
them aod yourselves, — "Here, Lord, are we, and the 
cliilclren Thou hast giv 



EEV. DR. CHARTERS. 



1 



They are bom for a, better worlii thtin this ; they 
enter this state of tribulation ; tliey quickly pass 
through it ; their robes are washed white in the blood 
of tlie Lamb, and they are admitted for His sake 
before the Throne. 




' REY. DE. JOHN MACFARLANE, LONDON. 
The salvation of cliildren. seems thus clearly to be the 
doctrine of the Woi'd of God. The opposite doctrine 
may become the worshipped of Moloch, but should be 
driven for ever from the creed of those who call upon 
Him whose name ia " Love," who follow that " Good 
Shepherd " who " gathereth the lambs in His arms, and 
caJrieth them in His bosom," and who put all their 
trust in Him whose latest instructions on earth were 
given to an apostle, in words ever memorable, as evi- 
deufing His own remarkable love for tlie young, and 
as affording a test by which others are to evidence 
their love for Himself — Feed mv LAitna. 



DR. CHALMERS. 
I CASNOT believe that the Saviour, who evinced such 
attachtacnt to children upon earth, who took them in 
His arms and blessed them, who i-ebuked the apostles 
for forbidding their approach to His person, who 
declared that "of such Li the kiugilom of heaven" — I 
cannot lielieve that the infant flower, which so soon 
lies withered upon its stalk, is not tmnsplanted into 
those unfading bowers where it will flourish in all the 
bloom and vigour of immoi'talitj. 



REV. DR. CANDLISH, EDINBURGH. 
In many ways it may be inferred from Scripture, (hat 
B dying in infancy are elect* and are therefore saved. 



REV. DR. LAWSON, SELKIEIC 
Thib venerated divine says, in hia " Eeflectiona on the 
Death of a Beloved Daughter," — He will compensate 
all her soitowh in that land where sorrow and sighing 
shall tlee away. Sweet hope ! Let no man attempt 
to teveave me of it. It is founded on the Scriptures, 
on the mercy of God, and on the exceedingly abundant 
grace of the Lord Jesus Christ. I will not r 
this hope. It nppeara to me to be founded c 
sure woi-d of God. 



EEV. DR. ANDERSON, GLASGOW. 
Nkxt to the angels, the heavenly department of the 
famdy is composed of the departed saintt,-~<ii the 
patriarchs and prophets ; of tlie apostles and martyrs 
and reformers ; of all the pious who have died since 
righteous Abel till the pi-esent hour; and all the 
in/ants, saint-born or not — every one of them, will-, 
their spirits as manly as those of the longest-lived 
patriarch. 
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REV. DR. R. ■WINTER HiMILTON, LEEDS. 
Infants, whose undeveloped minds cannot apprehend 
and appreciate the blessings of salvation, are saved. 
We doubt not their entrance into the kingdom of 
heaven. We doubt it not of all, whatever their 
descent, who die at that early age — the age which pre- 
cludes moral discernment, and, therefore, respODBibili^, 
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EEV. DR. GEORGE TURNER, KAMOA. 
Dk. Tubner, in his interesting work, entitled, " Nine- 
teen Yeara in Polynesia," gives tiie following particulars 
regardJBg the converaion of a native : — 

"After a time," says the native, "oneof my cliildren 
(lied, then another, and a third, and a fourth. My 
wife and I began to think that God was in this way 
punishing us for the neglect of Hia "Word. I was 
struck, too, at this time, with what (lie teacher said to 
me. He said that my children were safe in heaven, 
and that I might go to them, but tiiey would never 
come to me. I determined to go to them, and began 
afre^ to seek Siilvation. I felt, also, a strong desire 
to devote the remainder of my days to the service of 
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JEllEMY TAYLOR. 
Why should Jesus be an Infant, but that infants 
should receive the crown of their age, the purification 
of tlieir sainted nature, the sanctincation of their 
persona, and the saving of their soub by tlieir infant 
Lord and Elder Brother. 



EVANS. 

tOB heavenly Falher never thought ihia world's 
Ented glory a gift worthy of you, and therefore 
I hath taken out the best thing it h.id ia your 
[ht tliat He might Himself fill ihe he.trt He had 
wilk Himself. 



WOKDS OF COMFOBT. 



REV. JOHN NEWTON. 



I AM Willing to believe, till the Sciiptuie forbids me, 
that lurants of all nationi and kindieda, without 
exception, wlio die before tlicj are capable of ainnicg 
"aftBi the aimilitxide of Adam's transgression," who 
Lfive done nothing m the body of whah thej can give 
account, aie included m the election of giiice, and that 
the words of our Lorf with respect to another class of 
[lersonB, are applicable to them : " It is hoc the will of 
yoTip Father in heaven that one of these littie ones 
should perish." 



DR. JOHN PYE SMITH. ■ 

Our dear child was thus earlj taken into the bosom 
of the covenant Redeemer, the tender Shepherd wbo 
gathei's the lambs in Hia arms, and who has declared, 
"of SUCH is the kingdom of heaven." 



CO}fSOLiTION. 



ENTAL ANXIETY REMOVED BY THE EARLY 
DEATH OF CHILDREN. 

Rkv. Dr. Johs Macfarlanb, Lokbos, 

I ardent love you have foi- your children is not 
jether pleasurabls. It necestaorily carries you into 
y fluxious tliiniglita ubout tlieii- welfai-a. In this 

Be, they are a burden to you, and this burden 
(a all the lieavier tho moro you love them. Your 
own esperieuce of this world has not exalted it, as a 
place of residence, in your «itiniatioc. You have tested 
ita promiaes, and found them false and vain. You 
have tutted its pleasures, and found th^t they "bite 
like a serpent, and sting like an adder." You have 
groaned under ita pains and penalties, and you have 
found out that help from man is in vain, and that 
miserable comforters are all that crowd around you in 
the night seasons of your soul, and sore disquietudes. 
Yoo, therefore, tremble when you thinlc of your darling 
iniants liviug to be cast npon nuch revolutionary perioda 
in the troubled life of man, wherein, though they may 
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preserve their integrity, they must endure lianlshipB, 
but in which, also, they may lose their precious aoula 
for ever. Their futurity, then, is at once your main 
difficulty, aud your moat fertile source of anxioua fore- 
boding. Now, has not their early death solved this 
difficulty for you, and ought it not, therefore, also to 
be your consolation} You will never have any more 
anxiety on their account. The various hiding-places 
in your hearts, from wliich these aaxieties spring upon 
yon, have been searched, and by death have been 
completely emptied. 

Theik Education la Completed. — They " know 
as they are known." Tour utmost wish in this 
respect was to give them, if not a learned, at least 
a useful education. But God has been better than 
your wish. They are now in knowledge far be- 
yMid the moat splendid scholars and most profound 
philosophers of this and of eyery age. Their intellectual 
stature ia only to be accounted small when compared 
with the wisdom of God Himself. Neitter before 
angels, nor the spirits of the just made perfect, have 
they to veil their faces. 

Their HoLLNEsa is Pekfected. — Not one of the 
infirmities they inheritaJ from you now appertains 
to them, they are " holy as God is holy." Did 
you tremble at the thought of their exposure to 
the temptations of Satan and the flesh 1 Be assured 
now that they are " more tlian conqueroi-s through 
Him that loved them." Exquisitely beautiful now 
are those dear creatures ia all the graces of the fun 
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of Gk>d. Theiv tliouglita, tlieir desires, tlieir actions 
are at this moment in. perfect harmony with the mind 
of the Holy One of laraeJ. The same mind that is in 
Christ is in them ; they do the will of theii- heavenly 
Father, and lie ia pleased with them eveiy moment, 
and every moment delights their happy EonJs with His 
approving smile. 

Their HAPPiNEsa is Consommated. — You were 
not at ease as to measures fur their future pro- 
vision, and even with respect to the most likely ones, 
you feared that they mi^'ht fail. To make them 
comfortable for life you were ready to sacrifice much, 
and you never wearied in etforta to secure for them an 
honoumble indejjondenoe. Their futurity was upon 
your minds all the day, and oft took from you the 
sleep of all the night Surely, then, you may cease 
from lamentation, when you ai*e certified that, as they 
shall sin no more, so neither shall they suffer any more. 
They are as happy now aa they can be. God has pro- 
vided for tjicm in lieaven. They are now inheriting 
the promises. They are now in actual possession and 
enjoyment of " tliat inheritance which is incorruptible 
and undefiled, and that fadeth not away." "Within 
them is a " well of water springing up into everlasting 
life ;" without them is the pereimial Bow of the river 
of life; above them is the unclouded sun of God's 
favour; and around them are gathered the inexhaustible 
fountains of celestial bliss. They are so happy now 
tlwt they are for ever singing. And if over thers 
shoiilil be a " Solah " to their aong, it is only to dra 
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in a largei' inspiration, for a more melodious burst of 
praise. Tiiey would not return to you now, much 
though they loved you and you them. Tliey do not 
mias you now, much though you miss them. Your 
sorrows do not diminish their joys, and their joys 
ought to diminish your sorrovrs. O, who would bring 
them back again here, to toil, and sweat, and suffer, 
and, perhaps, to sin without penitence, and to die 
■witliout faith ( You, O weeping parent, ought to be 
the very last to tliink of it, and yours should ever be 
the Bong of gratitude, — 



" O blest GXoIiBiigG ! O envleil lot ! 

Without a conflict crowned; 
Stranger to pun — in pleasuro plaoad- 

And, withouttame, renowned."" 
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EECOGNITION AFTER THE RESURRECTION. 

Eev. Db. Wm. Andebsos, Glasgow. 

How different in character will be the meeting after 
the resurrection ! when that grave, feared as a de- 
stroyer, shall be demonstrated, as made of Christ, the 
regenerator of our friends — rendeiing back in incomip- 
tion that which it received in corruption, in glory that 
which it received in dishonour, in power that which it 

■ lYliy Weepagt Thou ! or, The Cry from Hamah Huahed by the 
Voioe from Heaven. Amnniial for beranTod parents. By the Rot. 
Jolin Mncfm-lane, LUD., TJniled Fresbyterinn Cbarch, OlaphBni. 
Londou : James Kiabet k Co. 
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n. ^reaknesB,* a spiritual body, fit as u. taber- 
tecle for the glorified soul, that which it received tv 
natural body, an impediment to its exercises. Hosan- 
nah to the Lord of Resurrection, for this lilesaed 
hope ! Yea, so ovei-whelmiug is its glory, that it in 
like to obscure our faith. How shall the mother 
recognise her eon, who departed from her an emaciated 
infant, in yonder angelic form in the vigour and 
brilliancy of resurrection monlioodT And how shall 
the father, who wept bitter tcara ia secret over his 
daughter's decrepitude, distinguish her in yonder seraph 
of celestaial grace 1 What mean you, friends t You 
surely cannot wish to meet your children in that plight 
of wretchedness in which you bade them farewell, so 
that, unassisted, you could of yoiirselves recognise 
tbeio. The Lord will provide : but methinks it will, 
probably, he a biisy day for those good angels who 
ministered to ns on earth, finding us out for one 

• In Ihe insoriptinn on the tombstone of my child, I have thna 
paraphrased the Scriptui'e. ' 'Sown in Infanc;, he shall be raised in 
SlAnhood." — WLen onoe comforting a hereaTed eaint with the oaanr' 
kiice that she waa the mother of a heaveol; family, and that aha 
wonlil yet eeo her children in ths kiogdom, sha inqnircd what I 
tiioiight they would be like. I qnoted 1 Cor. xv. 43 to her. "Doea 
tl3Btmeaii,"8hBBaii3, "that they will nppenr like men f" lanswerod, 
"I thought many interpretationi were further from the truth." "I 
likelhatwalUnough," ihe replied, "but 0, that it might please thB 
Lord to shew them to me, just as they were ia this world, thoughit 
ehould he bat for a minute I"— On tha subject of the mode orreoog- 
nicion, I remark, that there iire phenomena being daily exhibited, 
whiah make it no fantoBj' to Buppoae, that the nidciit wish of a 
Bother's heart going forth over the kingdom may have an attnutivs 
a selecting and bringing her child to her siile. 
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another, and introducing us. Bemembering liow they 
hud seen iia grieye for one another, how sympathetically 
they will enjoy the scene, as we stand amazed for a 
while at one another's glory hefore we embi'ace ! 

How many parents there are, who have almost 
entirely foi^otten those of their children who died in 
infancy; and who, being inquired at about the number 
of their family, will, so unlike that sweet faithful child 
who so resolutely maintained '' we are seven," give 
account only of those who live — the least worthy of 
being reckoned ! Faithless father and mother, that 
you are ! amid all your rapture, how ashamed you 
shall be of your forgetfulneas, when these neglected 
ones are restored to you, so beautiful and glorious ; 
and especially when, under that angel-jpiidance, thej 
hasten with auch excitement to meet with ttofie of 
whom they are told, that under the Creator they were 
the authors of their existence ! !Nor will it be with 
little excitement that they hasten to meet yow, their 
brothers and sistei-s, with whom they may nasociate 
and worship, aa being more of their own nature than 
liny othei-s to be found iu all the kingdom. The whole 
of you — brothers and sisters, as well as pai-enta — 
meditate on them ; the thought is most sanctifying ; it 
endears the Redeemer with peculiar attraction to a 
tender heart; and, remember, there are no hearts great 
which are not tender. 



Alas I many a mother will not find her son there; 
and yet the Saviour ivill make her happy; tliei-e can 



be no gi'ief in the Pai'ailise of Goil, no, not even for a 
perished son: she could not endiu'e hira; and Clirist 
will give Himself to her ; and he will bring her some 
other ■woman's child, who has been seekicg for his 
mot/ter in vain; and He will say, Woman, behold thy 
son, and to him, Behold thy mother, itnd tlie wonnds 
of the heai-ta of both wilt be healed. And yet, you 
who live, see that yon secui-e for the heavenly com- 
munion your own sons, and yonr own mothers : for, 
although now friends would suffice, old friends will be 
in many respects preferable. * 



A WORD OF WARNING TO MOTHERS. 
Hbv. Dr. Wm. ANDEEaoN, Glasgow. 
The Psalmist says of God, " There is none upon earth 
tliat I desire beside Thee," speaking evidently, compara- 
tively, and signifying that among many objects desired, 
Uod i-eceived the supreme place. This is a subject of 
familiar illustration. But David aaid something l)efore 
lliat — "Whom have I in heaven but Theel" Ah, let 
the bereaved mother be admonished. If the vision of 
her child in. heaven bo more frei^uent, and more en- 
deared to her heart than the vision of the child's 
Saviour; and much more, if the vision of the former so 
engross her heart as to exciudo the vision of the latter 
altogether, I must assure her tbaL heavenly-mindedness 

b Setias-) By WUliiun Auderaon, LL-D., 
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such as tills will not promote that heavenly meeting oj 
whicli her hope is set. Her first object of admiring' 
contemplation in heaven must be her own Saviour; and 
her great Lope must be, meeting with Him, and seeing 
Him in his gloi'y, befoi-e any meditation on the present 
happiness of her deceased child be of a sanctifying 
chai-actor; and before any hope of meeting again with 
that child in heavenly bliss be a hope not to be db- 
appointed. I would express myself tenderly, when it 
is a bereaved mother's heart which is addressed; but 
would it be genuine tenderness if it were delusivei 
flattering uniaithfulneasi Hope first in Chiist foi- 
yourself, and then hope, not for your child's salvation 
- — that is secure, bub that you shall enjoy companion- 
ship with Him in glory. 



■EI*^ 



EESTORATION OF CHILDREN IN HEAVl 
Bev. Db. John Brows, Edinbobgh. 
With what delight will parents, themselves released 
from the captivity of the grave, behold their early-lost, 
long-moutTied children coming forth, not the pale, 
emaciated, lifeless, ghastly forms they reluctantly com- 
mitted to the grave, but strong in incorruptibility, 
glorious in beauty, " fashioned like unto Christ's glori- 
ous body." Then shall it appear to the assembled 
universe, that among the redeemed of the Lord, fathers 
have not hoped in vain, nor mothers brought forth for 
trouble. " They are the seed of the blessed of tbo 
IiOrd, and their offspring v.-iili them." 

Bnt it will be long, long ere they i-etum. Tlio 




o(ursoi.Axiov^. 

iHvity of death is measured, not by years, but by 
What then 5 It is but the fevr, it may be the 
very few, t'emainingdayaof theyeara of our pilgrimage, 
which prevent our spuits from embracing theirs ; and 
in the resting-places prepared for us, though we shall 
Dot cease to desire, we shall never weary for " the 
adoption, the redemption of the body." " Be patient, 
brethren, unto the coming of the Lord, Behold, the 
huabaDtlnian waiteth for the precioua frait of the 
earth, and hath long patience for it, until he receive 
the early and latter rain. Be ye also patient ; and 
stabiish your hearts." Then " those young and tender 
filants, which are now cut down, and withei-ing around 
lis, shall spring up in fairer and more durable forma." 
" Tlie children of the resurreotion cannot die any more, 
bat are e<jual to the angels." 

Huviugheen raised from the dead, they shall "mount 
up together in the clouds," along with those who 
have been miraculously changed, " to meet the Lord 
in the air ; and so shall they over bo with the Lord." 
Among that glorious company shall be found those 
infants and little children whose untimely departure to 
"the land of the enemy" drew forth suuli fender regrets 
ind bitter tears. They shall not only "return," hut 
-forae to Zion, with songs and everlasting joy iipon 
tiieir heads; tliey shall obtain joy and gladness, and 
sorrow and sighing shall flee away." They shall not 
' nly leave for ever the dark and lonesome abodes of 
death, but they shall for ever dwell in the cheerful 
if iMsrfeet life, and light, and joy. Tliey shall not 
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only be brouglit from tlie lanil of the enemy, but they 
shiill lie " bi'ougtt in iind be planted in the luountain 
of Jehovah'a inheritance, in tho place whiuh He has 
made for Himself to dwell in, in the sanctuary which 
His liand has establialied." Thei-e " Jehovah-Jeaua 
shall reign for ever and ever, and there " they shall 
reign with Him." The long silence of the grave shall 
be exchanged for t!ie ceaseless ever-new Bongs of Moses 
and the Lamb. " Sing unto the Loi-d, for He hath 
triuQiphed gloriously, "Who is like unto Jehovah 
among the gods) Who is like unto Him, glorious 
in holinesa, fearful in praises, doing woodera 1 He has 
ransomed us fi'om the power of the gi'ave. He has 
vedeemed us from death. He has swallowed up death 
in life. O death, where is thy sting ! O grave, whei'c 
is thy victory ! Thanks be to Him who lias given us 
the victory. Salvation to our God and to the Lawh, 
for ever and ever. To Him who loved us, and washed 
us from our sins in Hia own blood ; to Him be glory 
and honour for ever and ever. Worthy is the Lamb 
that was slain, slain for us. Hallelujahl" Aud again 
and again the great multitude, with a voice aa of many 
waters and mighty thundeiings, shall shout " Halle- 
lujah !" And none in ail the happy company will 
sing more sweetly than the little children. 

Then, indeed, shall be brought to pass the saying 
that is written, "Out of the mouth of babes and 
sucklings thou haat perfected pi-aise."* 
•Comfortable Words for Christian Parenta Bereaved of Little 



Chililron. liyJoliii Brown, D.D. Edi; 
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THE ilGHT THAT EADIATES AROUND 
^ THE INFANT'S TOMB. 

^^ Ret. Dr. Chalmers, Edinbhrgu. 

The foUowing ia an extract from Dr. Clialmers's 
Lectures on the Koiaans, chap, iv, 0-15: — 

This afTords, wo think, something more than a. 
dabious glimpse into the quet^tlon that is often put by 
a distracted mother when her bahe is taken away from 
her — wheu all the converse it ever had with the world 
amounted to the gaze upon it of a few months, or a 
lew opening amtlea which marked the dawn of felt 
enjoyment — and ere it had reached perhaps the lisp of 
infancy, it — all unconscious of death, had to wi-estle 
through ii peiiod of sickness with' his power, and at 
length to be oi-ercorae by him. Oh, it little knew 
what iin interest it bad created in that home where it 
was so passing a visitant— oor, when carried to its 
early grave, what a tide of emotion it would i-aise 
among Lho few acquaintance it left behind ! On it, 
too, baptism was impressed as a seal, while as a sign it 
»as never falsified. There was no positive unbelief in 
ita little bosom — no resistance yet put forth to the 
trutli — no love at all for the darkness rather than the 
light — nor had it yet fallen into that great condemna- 
tion which will attach to all who perish because of 
unbelief, that their deeds are evil. It is interesting to 
know that God instituted circumcision for the infant 
chtldi-ea of -Tews, and at least suffered baptiem for the 
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infant cliildren of those who profess Christianifl 
Should the child dio in infancy, the use of 1)aptisi 
a sign has never been thwarted by it; and may we not 
be permitted to indulge a hope so pleasing, as that the 
use of baptiam as a seal remains in all its entirenesa — 
that He who sanctioaed the affixing of it to a babe 
will fulfil iipoD it the whole expression of this ordi- 
najieeT And when wo couple with this the known 
disposition ot our great Forerunner — the love that Ho 
maaifested to children on earth — tow He suffered them 
to apjiroach His person — and lavishing endearment 
and kindness upon them in the streets of Jerusalem, 
told His disciples that the preseoce and company of 
such as these in heaven formed one ingredient of the 
joy that was set before Him — tell us if Christianity do 
not thiow!* pleasing radiance ai-ound an infant's tombi 
And should any parent who hears us feel softened by 
the touching remembrance of a light that twinkled a 
few short months under his roof, and at the end of its 
little period expired — we cannot think that we venture 
too far when we say tliat he has only to persevere in 
the faith and in the following of the gospel, and that 
very light will again shine upon him in heaven. Tiio 
blossom which withered here upon its stalk has been 
transplanted there to a place of endurance, and it will 
then gladden that eye which now weeps o\it the agony 
of an affection that has been sorely wounded ; and iu 
the name of Him, who, if on earth, would have wept 
along with them, do we bid all believers pi-esent to 
soiTow not even as othei-s which have no hope, bat to 
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take comfort in the thought of that country wlii 
there is no sorrow and no separation. 

^L Oh, when n motbecm^ets on high 

^K The babe she lost in infanc;, 

^K Uath she cot then, for paina and feira— 

^^L Tbe day of woe, the watchful night— 



^r-pajment of delight ?* 



»HN BKOWN AND HIS LITTLE GKAVES. 
David Pas, Edinbdroh. t 
Iti the churchyard, and in inatteiB connected with it, 
John Brown seemed quite a different man from wiiat 
he was anywhere else. Genial, free, and hearty in his 
own house and the vUiage, he was graye and taciturn 
in the discharge of his funereal duties, and watched over 
the place of tombs with a jealous care. This part of 
his character no one could read hut the parish minister, 
he alone had the key to it. The secret, however, was 
this. The deepest affections of his soul centred on the 
enclosed two acres, which he had tended for twenty 
years. He regarded it with a pride and even a love, . 
as great as, and very similar to, that with which an 
Enthusiastic gardener looks upon his domain, and 
cberishes its floral treasures. Every new-made grave 
vaa to John like a flower which he had planted, and it 

•Lectoiaa on the Epistle lo the Romani, pajea 145-6. By 

n«nu Cbalmers, D.D., LL-D. Ediahureh ; T. ComtablD J: Co- 

t Author ol "Jeisia Melville," io., &c. 
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was added iu his memory to tbe many LundredM whiHi 
covered the surface of the enclosure ; to bo thought rf 
and cherished according to the degree of respect and 
reverence which the sexton had for its inmate. As a 
gardener lias his favourite flowers, so John had his 
favourite graves, and spent additional time on tlieir 
adornment. Hence one grave mig!it be seen with a 
smootk velvet turf, and a flower or two blooming iipoi. 
itj while those surrounding it were covered with rank 
maasea of giusa; thus, by looking at any one grave, it 
could be known what was the state of John's feelings 
towards the mouldering dust beneatL His professional 
love was particularly lavished on the little ones. For 
the children's graves he had a peculiar affection anil 
reverence. Not one of them was suffered to go to waste; 
and long after the little mound had disappeared, tha 
araail level spot was easily found by patches (if white 
clover — for John invariably sowed thia on the little 
gi-aves, and on none other. Mr. Gray had not been 
long minister of the pariah till lie noticed the odd 
practice of his grave-digger; and one day when he 
came upon John smoothing and trimming the lowly 
bed of a child which had been buried a few days before, 
he asked him why he was so particular in diseasing and 
keeping the graves of the children. John paused for a 
moment at his work, and looking up, not at the minister, 
but at thesky, said, "Of such is the kingdom of heaven." 
"And on this account you tend and adorn them with 
BO much care," remarked the minister, who was gieatly 
struck with the reply. 
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"Surely, sir," onswered JoLn, "I canua make ower 
r? and fine the bed-coverin' o' a little innocent sleeper 
ttat id waitin' there till it is God's time to wauken it 
and cover it with the wliite rolie, and waft it away to 
glory. When sic grandeur is awaitin' it yonder, it's fit 
it should be decked oot here. I think the Saviour that 
counts its dust sae precious will like to see the it/n'iH 
clover sheet spread a^-une't; dae ye no think sae tae, sir!" 

" Etit why not thus cover lai^er graves t" asked the 
minister, hardly ahle to suppress his emotion. " The 
dust of all HIb saints is precious in the Savioui-'a sight." 

" Very true, sir," responded John, with great solemnity 
"but I canna be sure whaai-e bis saints and wha are no, 
I hope there ai* mony o' them lyin' in this kirkyard; 
lait it wad be great presumption in me to mark tliem 

I oL There are some that I'm gey sure ahoot, and I 
!:eep tJieir graves as nate and snod as I can, and plant 

II bit Bonre here and there aa a, sign o' my hope; but I 
dauma gie them the white sheet. Its clean different, 
ibo', wi' the baims. We hae His ain word for their 
iip-going, and Bae I canna mak' an eiror there. Some 
folk, I believe, are bauld enough to say that it's only 
the infants of the guid that will be saved." 

" And do you adhere to that doctrine!" inquired Mr. 
Gray. 

John answered by pointing to a little patch a few 
jiace^ off, which was thickly covered with clover. 

" That nne," he said, " is tlie bairn o' Tam Lutton, 
the collier. Ye ken Tam, sirf' 

Mr. Gray did, indeed, know Tam, for lie was the 
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iBoat notorious sweaiei', liar, and drunkard in the 
[larisli ; and John did not require to eay any more to 
show that he disbelieTed the doctrine of the condem- 
nation of infanta. 

" It's no only cruel and blasphemous," he continued, 
in a diy, sarcastic way, " but it's quite absurd. Jist 
tak' tiiat bairn o' Tarn's as an example. According to 
theii' belief it's lost ; because we may, without ony 
breach o' charity, say that Tam is at present a, repro- 
bate. But he is still in the place of hope, air; and it 
is quite possible that he may he converted. What 
comes o' the haim then 1 Na, na," he added, looking 
reverently upward, " God is merciful, and Jeaua died; 
and it was He that said, ' Of auch is the kingdom of 

Mr. Gi-ay was much struck by the deep feeling and 
fervent piety manifested by the grave-digger, and 
thought he would exti-act more of his ideas regarding 
the subject on which they had been Bpeaking. For 
this purpose he pointed to the little grave which John 
was trimming so neatly, and, knowing it to be that of 
a BtiU-boi'n child, he observed, 

" Is it not mysterious, John, that the httlc human 
form lying there should not have been permitted to 
cross the porch of existence J I saw it as it lay so still 
and beautiful in its snowy robe, and as I noticed its 
perfect foiTM, with every organ and every limb com- 
plete, I was almost tempted to ask why God had made 
such a beautiful temple in vain." 

" ' In vain I ' say ye," returned John. " Na, no in 
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vain. God mak'a naething in vain, £ir loss a form like 
that in His ain image. Omnipotent as He is, and 
infinite in His perfections. He canna afford tae fft.sliun 
aic a glorious object only tlat worms might prey on it. 
The little marble image lying below tliia sod is as 
great a thing as ever God made on tliia earth, Adam, 
when Le rose up frae the green sward o' Eden, waaua 
mail" physically perfect. Ho was bigger, nae doot, but 
nae better foimed ; and was the ane made in vain ony 
mair than the ithor ? Na, na, na! The baimie, puir 
lammie, '11 ken naething o' the joys and sorrows, the 
sunshine and shadow o' this life; but he'll be a pure, 
unsullied sharer o' the life that is ayoat this, and highei 
than this : for I aye cast anchor on the blessed words 
spoken by the Redeemer o' men and infants, ' Of such 
is the kingdom oi heaven ;' and whan I thint o' a stUl- 
bom wean, I think o' a human being, made, no for 
time, but/or immorlalil^." 

The minister took John's hand, and silently pressed 

He had got the key to his deeper nature, and was 

led by its unexpected richness. 
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Rev. Thomas BitninT, LoMins. 



■I' AH fond of childi'en. I think them the poetiy of 

orl J, — the fresli flowers of our healths and homes, 

conjurers, with their "aatiu'id magio," evoking 

spells what delights and em-it-Iies all ranks. 



and equalizes the diffei-ent classes of Bocieiy. Oft^iiM 
they bring with them anxieties and cares, and live t? 
occasion Borrow and grief, we should get on very 
badly without them. Only think — if there was never 
anything anywhere to be seen, bnt great, grown-up 
men and ■women ! How we should long for the sight 
of ft little child ! Every infant comes into the world 
lite a, delegated prophet, the harbinger and herald of 
good tidings, whose ofSce it is, " to turn the heart* of 
the fathers to the ehiliren," Mid to draw the "disobe- 
dient to the wisdom of the just." A child softens and 
purifies the heart, warming and melting it by its 
gentle presence ; it enriches the soul by new feelings, 
and awakens within it what is favourable to virtue. 
It is a beam of light, a fountain of love, a teacher whose 
lessons few can resist. Infants recall us from much 
that engenders and encourages selfishness, that freezes 
the affections, roughens the manners, indurates the 
heart ; — they brighten the home, deepen love, invigor- 
ate exertion, infuse courage, and vivify and sustain the 
charities of life. It would be a terrible world, I do 
think, if it was not embellished by little children j but 
it would be a far more teixible one i/ little children 
did iiot die I Many, I dare say, would be shocked by 
this asseilion. It may be true, however, neveitheless. 
I am quite aware that death is in itself a, very 
fearfid thing ; and that prematwre death is thought to 
be "mysterious," — something to be submitted to, as 
incapable of being reconciled with the idea of presiding 
wisdom and love,^ — -to be mourned o 
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, expressive only of the wrath of God and the 
BiBeiy of tpni ! Now, 1 quite hold that death ia 
punitive. 1 believe it to be the consequence and the 
proof of the apostasj. I take it to be the mode of 
departure fiiim earth which was introduced hy gin, — 
^)ainfiil, appalling, dark, — instead of that bright and 
glorious translation which wonld probably hare awaited 
sueoeaaful virtue. You will please to observe, that, as 
□o world of limited extent could have continued the 
fixed dwelling-place of immortals, whose numbers were 
perpetually receiving augmentation, — and as the prim- 
ary law of all intelligence would seem to be that of 
progress and advancement,- — the probability is, that 
man was never meant for this world only ; deimiture 
from it would be the law of hia creation ; but, on the 
alternative of his retaining hia loyalty to God, that 
departui'e would have occurred after the full develop- 
ment of his natui-e here had fitted him for a rise in the 
scale of being, and it would have come in the form of 
reward and honour, perhapa with visible and public 
splendour, — the joyous congratuiations of those left 
on earth mingling with the welcome, the symphonies 
and the songs of those superior spirits, to whose 
H bi^ier sphere the individual ascended. Sin, howevei', 
^^•rened all this. Instead of it. Humanity had to 
^^SlUipart; hence" fay returning to the dust; to go down 
^^nrto the dark valley, and to pusa thus towards thi 
a'.vful future,- — the vast unknoi^n ! 

Death, then, simply considered, having become tho 
r hy which man's residence here was to tenninate ; 
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and Humanity haTing become what entirely chai 
its character and circumstances,— giving a new impor- ' 
tance to the relationahips of life, and impressing 
uncertuinty, to say the least, on the future beyond it ; 
this being the caae, to render life itself tolerable lo man, 
it was necessary that the fixed general law should be 
softened and modified by two othei-a. That is to say, 
it was necessary that death should ao occur, aa not to 
be of the nature of a distinct, positive, and public 
rei'eZoiiiwi of the precise/Mdtreintowhicheact individual 
passed ; and, that men should live utterly uncertain an 
to whan they were to die. The punitive chai-act^r of 
the original law being admitted, anything that would 
modify it in these two respects, would be of the nature 
of benevolent relief. This relief is accorded to na. The 
firat is provided for by death happening ali/ce to all;— 
and the second by its occurring at all ages. Whatever 
the chaiucter of individuals may be, however possible 
it is for any to acquire a fitness for a higher sphere, 
(and that, as we believe, is pre-eminently possible now 
through Christ)^still, ail die, and, as a general rule, 
under the like circuaiBtances of pain and suffering, and 
very generally, too, with similar feelings to themselves 
and to survivors. Thei-e is not such a difference 
between the death-beds of tbei-eligioios and the woridly, 
except in particular cases, as some may suppose; and 
there is always that ignorance in relation to the dead, 
which makes it possible to the living to ho])e. So far, 
therefore, as all the ciraumatantials of death are con- 
cerned, — the precursors and attendants and immediate 
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se, pain, disaolutioa, corraptiou, — wliicli 
& all ages haTe constituted topiea of pathetic diBcourse, 
or subjects for odes and songs of lamentation, — so far 
as these are concerned, they are the benevolent pro- 
ducts of a modifying iaw, with which God in Hia 
1 has softened the rigour of the original inflic- 



The sajne principle applies to premature death. All 
of you can see, that a general law, terminating life in 
all cases on a precise day, would be painful and 
iutolerable ; it would jwiaon life irom first to last, and 
it might provoke and exasperate licence and lust. It 
is injportant, both for happiness and virtue, that no one 
should know when he is to die. This object, however, 
can only be secured by death happening at every 
moment throughout the entire period allotted to man 
— extreme cases, even, such as death before leaving 
e apriug-head and fountain of life, and death being 
hjed beyond all known or ordinary inatmces, — 
e alike the worlting out of the same law. To 
I, then, the proposed object, — to place humanity 
T the most gracious and benevolent constitution of 
p at all poEgible now, — in order that men might so 
8 to enjoi/ life, because happily ignomnt respecting 
■termination, — on this account it is, that infants am) 
L die ; that youths and maidens die ; that the 
; man splendidly endowed, the young womar 
tatiful and accomplished, die ; the bride in her daj 
ttremulooa delight, the mother in the hour of hei 
r joy, the strong man in the glory of hia sti-ength; 
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— on this acTOuut they die. They dip, — that all who' 
ivje may live on under the blessed consciousness that 
they know not wLen they ai-e to dia The whole race 
reaps the benefit of premature mortality. The glow 
iind brightness of all life is connected with the gcaTea 
and sepulchres of the young. Those who die early, or 
in the midst of their daya, enjoy the advantage whUe 
they live. But tie law would he infringed, and would 
bs contradictory and unnatural, if parents were to be 
sure that no child could possibly die till it was a day 
old, or a month, or a yeai", or two years, or ten ; — to 
be thoroughly kind, the law must be canied out to it« 
fai"thest extent, and come into play from the very first 
moment of possible vitality. Hence it is that infants 
die; — they die through the working of a most benevo- 
lent secondary law, brought in to break the I'igour of 
the fii-st. And they die for the hewjit of the race. 
Their lives an-e taken, for the sake of securing the 
happiness of the world. I had almost said, — iind I 
mat/ say it as speaking in a f'jure, — that a babe in its 
coffin may be supposed to look, to its weeping parents, 
like a little "dead Christ!" It has died vicariously 
— to secure a temporal advantage for the world, even 
as Christ died vicai-iously to secure for it a spiritual 
redemption. The one dies, that we may not know 
when we shall die; the other died that we Titight know 
" that our Redeemer liveth." Ey the one fact we are 
enabled to endui-e life ; by the other we are taught to 
die in hope, and to look forward to the i-esurreotion of 
the dead. Let a halo of glory, then, seem to encircle 



lat feir brow, — ^the brow of that little bahcj lying 
\ and dead there, on tlie lap of its mother ! Poor 
■ thy sorrow ia great ! Weep away ; — let the 
t t«ars giish out ; — it is not the time to speak to tbea 
tow. But very soon thou wilt come to nnderatauj 
', all thy life, thou hast been reaping advantages 
e to thee hy the death of the infants of others; 
P'ftDd thou wilt learn to acquiesce in what is really the 
result of one of the moat benevolent of God's arrange- 
ments. The death of thy child, a3 a human being, ia 
from, sin ; but his death as a child ia, because he is one 
of the chosen of the lace, whose lot and mission ai* 
not to live to do and to eiijo}/ but simply to die, — but 
to die fcir the benefit of the whole species, the world 
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"IS IT WELL WITH THE CHILD?" 
Ret. C. H. Sedbgeoji, Lonbok. 
b it well with the child? And the answered, It ia well"— 
iW, let every mother and father here present know 
assuredly that it is well with tlie child, if God hath 
t&ken it away from you in its infant days. You never 
heftrd its declaration of faith — it was not capable of 
such a tiling — it was not baptized into the Lord Jesus 
Christ, not buried with him. in baptism; it was not 
Oqmble of giving that " answtr of a good conscience 
"" " God ;" nevertheless, you may rest assured that 
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it 13 well with the cliild, ■well in a higher and bettor 
sense than it ia well with yonrselTeB ; well without 
limitation, well without exception, well infinil 
"well" eternally. 

I now come to make a pkactical nsE of the doc- 
TKiSK, — First, let it be a comfort to hereawd parents. 
You say it ia a heavy cross that you have to carry. 
Ttemember, it is easier to carry a dead cross than a living 
one. To Lave a living cross is indeed a tribulation, — 
to have a child who is rebellious in his childhood, 
vicious ia hia youth, debauched in hia joauhood ! Ah, 
would God that he had died from the birth ; would God 
that liehad never Been the light! Many a father's Ii airs 
have been brought with soitow to the grave through 
his living children, but I think never through his dead 
babes; certainly not if he were a Christian, and were 
;ible to take the comfort of the apostle's words — "We 
sori'ow not as they that are without hope," So you 
would have your child live 1 Ah, if you could have 
-drawn aside the veil of destiny, and have Been to what 
he might have lived ! "Would you have had him live 
to ripen for the gallows) Would you have him live 
to curse hia father'a God J "Would you have him live 
to make your home wretched, to make you wet your 
pillow with tears, and send you to your daily work 
with yavT haada upoa your loins becauae of sorrow? 
Such might have been the caie; it is not ao now, for 
your little one sings beiore the throne of God. Do 
you know from what hivtows your little one h^ 
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Yoii hare had enough yourself. It was bom 
of -w-oman, it would have been of few days and full oi 
trouble as you are. It has escaped those sorrows; <lo 
you lameat thatt Kemember, too, your own siiis, and 
the deep sorrow of repentance. Had that child lived, 
it would have been a, sinner, and it must have known 
the bitterness of conviction of sin. It has escaped that; 
it rejoices now in the glory of God. Then would you 
have it back again 1 

Bereaved parents, could you for a moment see your 
own offspring above, I think you would very speedily 
wipe away your tears. There among the sweet voices 
which sing the perpetual carol may be heard tlie 
voice of your own, child — an angel now, and you 
the mother of a songster before the throne of God. 
you might not have murmured had yon i-eceived 
the promise that your child should have been ele- 
vated to the peerage ; it has been elevated higher 
than that — to the peerage of heaven. It has received 
the dignity of the immortals; it is robed in better than 
royal goimentB ; it is more rich and more blessed than 
it eould have been if all the crowns of earth could have 
been pnt upon its head. "Wherefore, then, could you 
complain ? An old poet hia penned a verse well-fitted 



for a 



infant's epitaph :- 

■' Bhort was my life, the longer ia inj 
God takc9 those aooneat wliom he 1 
Who's boro to-dny. and diea to-m 



f, but inontliB of no 



Death ttrikes but ancc. aud thnt 
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Your child has had that one stroke and has been re- 
lieved from all these pains, and yon may Bay of it, this 
much we know, he is supremely blessed, has escaped 
from dio, and care, and woe, and with the Saviour rests. 
" Happy the babe," saya Hervey, " who. 

Privileged b; faith, a, nhnrter InTiour and & lighter waigli 
fteceived hut yesterday the gift o£ breath. 
Ordered to-morrow to return to death," 

While another says, looking upward to the skies, 



"O hloit eichange, O envied lot, 
Without B eonfliet crowned. 

Stranger to pain, in iileasure blsH'd, 
And, without fame, renowned-" 



So is it. It is well to fight and win, but to win as foir]^ 
without the fight I It ie well to sing the aong of triumph 
after we have passed the Red Sea with all its terrors ; 
but to sing the song without the aea is more glorious 
still ! I do not know that I would prefer the lot of a 
child in heaven myself. I think it is nobler to have 
borne tjie storm, and to have struggled against the 
wind and the rain. I tJiiuk it will be a subject of con- 
gratulation through etei-nity, for you and me, that we 
did not come so easy a way to heaven, for it is only a 
pin's prick after all, this mortal life ; then there is 
exceeding great glory hereafter. But yet I think we 
may still thank GJod for those little ones, that they have 
been spared our aina, and spared our infirmities, and 
spared our pains, and are entered into the rest above. 
Thus saith the Lord imto thee, Kachel, if thou weepest 
for thy children, and refusest to be comforted because 
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they are not ; " Kefrain thy voice from weeping', aad 
thine eyes from tears ; for thy work shall be rewarded, 
saith the Loiilj aad they shall come agaia &om the 
laad of the eaemy." 

The next and perhaps more useful and profitable 
inference to be drawn irom the text is this : many of 
you are parents who have children in heaven. la it 
not a desirable thing that you should go there tool 
And yet have I not in these galleries and in this area 
some, perhaps many, who have no hope for hereafter? In 
fact, you have left that which is beyond the grave to be 
thought of another day, you have given all your time 
and thoughts to the short, biief, and unsatisfactory pur. 
suits of mortal life. Mother, unconverted mother, &om 
the battlementfi of heaven your child beckons you to 
Paradise. Father, ungodly, impenitent father, the 
little eyes that once looked joyously on you, look down 
upon you now, and the lips which had scarcely learned 
to call yon father, ere they were sealed by the silence 
of death, may be heard aa with a still small voice, saying 
to you this morning, " Father, must we be for ever 
divided by the great gulf which no man can paaa!" Doth 
not nature itself put a hind of longing in your soul that 
you may be bound in the bundle of life with your own 
children 1 Then stop and think. As you are at present, 
you cannot hope for that ; for your way is sinful, you 
have foi'gotten Christ, you have not repented of sin, 
you have loved the wages of iniquity. I pray thee go 
to thy chamber this morning, and think of thyself as 
being driven from thy little ones, banished for ever 
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from the presence of God, cast " where their worm dieth 
not, and the fli-e ia not quenched." If thou wilt 
think of these matters, perhaps the heart will begin to 
move, and the eyes may begin to flow, and then may 
the Holy Spirit put before thine eyes the cross of the 
Saviour, tho holy child Jesua ! And remember, if thou 
wilfc turn thine eye to Him thou shalt live ; if thou 
believeat on Him with all thy heart thou ehalt be with 
Mm where Ho ia, — -with all those whom the Father 
gave Him who have gone before. Thou needest not to 
be shut out. Wilt thou sign thine own doom, and 
write thine own death warrant ? Neglect cot this great 
salvation, but may the grace of God work with thee to 
make thee seek, for thou shalt find — to make thee 
knock, for the door shall be opened — to make thee aak, 
for he that asketh shall receive ! O might I take you 
by the hand — perhaps you have come traia a newly- 
made grave, or left the child at home dead, and God has 
made me a reeasenger to you this morning ; O might I 
take you by the hand and say, " We cannot bring him 
back again, the spirit ia gone beyond recall, but you 
may follow !" Behold the ladder of light before yon I 
The firat step upon it is repentance, out of thyself ; 
the next step ia faith, into Clu-ist, and when thou art 
there, thou art fairJy and safely on thy way, and erf 
long thou shalt be received at heaveo's gates by those 
very little ones who have gone before, that they may 
come to welcome thee when thou shouldst land upon 
the eternal shores,* 

* Infant Salvation, i. Sermon deliverod in tho llctropolitiui 
Tahemacle, by tha Rev. C. H. Spnrgeon, Loiiilun. 
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A MOTHER CONGRATULATED ON THE DEATH 

OF HER CHILD, 
The following letter occtu-s in "Selections from the 
Con-esimndence of R. E. H. Gi-eyaon, Esq.," edited by 
Professor Henry Eodgers, the eminent autlior of "The 
EoUpseof PaJtli:"— 

London, 1S39. 

My sweet Cousin, — I have in vain tried to tell & lie 
for your sake, and soy, — I condole with you. 

But it is impossihle. How can I, with my deep 
convictions that your little floweret, and every other 
BO fading, is but transplanted into the mote congenial 
soil of Paradise, and shall there bloom and be fragrant 
for ever? How can I lament for one who has so 
cheaply become an "heir of immortality)" who will 
never remember his native home of earth, nor the 
traneient pang by which he was bom into heaven ! 
who will never even know that he has suffered except 
by being told so I Shall we lament that he has not 
shared our fatal privilege of an experience of guilt and 
sorrow 1 Is this so precious that we can wish him 
partnker of it ) My cousin, those who die in childhood 
are to be envied and felicitated, not deplored ; so soon, 
BO happily have they escaped all that we must wish 
never to have known. 



who can weep for them, as he thinks of the feari'ol 
h&zards that all must nm who have giAwn up to )k 
personal acquaintance with sin and miseryl 
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An ancient Greek hiatorian tells us it was a 
among a, people of Scythia to celebrate the birth of a 
child with, the eame mournful Bolenmities with which 
the rest of the world celebrate a funeral. So intensely 
dark, yet bo true (apart from the Gospel), was the view 
they took of what awaits man in life ! The ouatom 
waa fnlly justified, in my judgment, by a heathen riow 
of things ; and if it would be unseemly among ns, it is 
only because Christianity has brought " life and im- 
moi-tality to light," and assures us that this world may 
become, for all of us, the vestibule of a better. 

"You are very philosophical," you will say: "you 
talk very fine — but you do not feel as you tali." 
Excuse mo, my dear ; I talk just as I have always 
felt over since I came to a knowledge of Christianity 
and of human life; and often — yes, often in the couTSe 
of my own (and let tie thought be consolation to you, 
for how do you know that your little one might not 
have tasted the same bitter experience 1) — often in the 
course of my life, as I have looked, back and seen how 
much of it has been blurred and wasted ; what perils 
I have run of spiritual shijiwreck ; what clouds of 
doubt stUl oft«Q descend and envelop the soul ; what 
agonies of sorrow I have passed through, — often have 
I cried, with hands smiting each other and a broken 
voice, "Oh! that 1 had been thus privileged early to 
depart?" — But you cannot imagine a mother echoing 
Buoh feelings in relation to her own child 1 Can yoa 
not? Come let us se?. 

There -waa once a mother, kneeling by the bedside of 



the litiie one whom ste hourly espocted to loae. With 
■what eyes of paEsionate love had she watched every 
change ia that beautiful face I How had her eyes 
[uerced the heart of the phyeiciao, at his last visit, 
when they glared rather than asked the question 
whether there yet was hope ! How had she wearied 
heaven with vows that if it would hut gi-ant — " Ahl" 
you say, " you can imagine all that without any diffi- 
culty at all." 

Imagine this, toa Overwearied with watching, she 
ftli into a doze heeide the couch of her infant^ and ahe 
dreamt in a few momentB {as we are wont to do) the 
seeming history of long yciara. She thought she hoard 
a voice from heaven aay to hor, as to Hezekiah, " I 
have seen thy teare, I have heard thy prayers ; he 
shall live ; and yourself ehaU. have the roll of his 
history presented to you." "Ahl" you say, "you 
«itii imagine all Oiat, too." 

And sti'aightway she thought she saw her sweet 
in the bloom of health, innocent and playful as 
her fond heart could wish. Yet a little while, and she 
saw him in the flush of opening youth ; beautiful as 
ever, but beautiful as a young panther, from whose 
eyes wild flashes and fitful passion ever and anon 
gleamed; and she thought how btautiful he looked, 
even in tJiose moods, for she was a mother. But she 
.tfiao thought how many teai^ and sorrows may he 
Iful to temper or quench those fires I 

And she seemed to follow him through a rapid suc- 
les — now of troubled aunsliine, now 
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deej) gathering gJooni. His sorrows were all of ti 
common lot, but iiiToIved a sum of agouy far greats 
thim that which she would have felt ii-om his euiy 
loss; yes, greater even to her — and how much greater 
to him 1 She saw him more than once wrestling ^v■ith 
pangs TOOi-e agonising than thoao which now threatened 
liiH infancy ; she saw him involved in error, and with 
difficulty extricating himaelf ; betrayed into youthftd 
sins, and repenting with scalding tears; she saw liim 
half ruined by transient prosperity, and sooiu'ged into 
tardy wisdom only by long adversity ; she saw him 
worn and haggard with care — hia spirit cnished, and 
his early beauty all wan and blasted; woi-se still, she 
saw him thrice Htiickeu with that very shaft which she 
had so dreaded to feel but once, and momned to think 
that her prayers had prevailed to prevent lier own 
sorrows only to multiply his ; worst of all, she saw 
him, as she thought, in a darkened chamber, kneeling 
beside a coffin in which Youth and Beauty slept their 
last sleep ; and, as it seemed, her own image stood 
beside him, and uttered tmheeded love to a sorrow that 
"refused to be comforted;" and as she gazed on that 
f«ce of stony despair, she seemed to hear a voice which 
said, " If thou loiU have tliy floweret of earth unfold 
on earth, thou nmst not wonder at bleak winters and 
inclement skies. I would hai'e transplanted it to a 
more genial clime ; but thou wouldest not." And 
with a cry of terror she awoke. 

She turned to the sleeping iigui* before her, and, 
aobbing, lioped it was sleeping its last sleep. 
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listened for his bi'eatliiug — sLe heaiii none; she lifted 
the taper to his lipa — the flame wavered not ; he had, 
imleed, passed away while she di-eamed tliat he lived; 
and she rose fiTOiii her knees,— and was comfokted. 
Ahl" you will say- — " Tiirso sorrows could Jieuer 
been the lot of 7ny sweet child ! " It ia hard to 
Qe'a logic against a mother's love; I can only 
lind you, my dear cousin, tLat it haa been the lot 
of thousands, whose mothers, lis their little ones crowed 
and laughed in tteir arms in childish Lappinesa, would 
have swom to the same impossibility. But for you, — 
'OO know what they could only believe ; — that it is an 
ipossibility. Nay, I might hint at yet profounder 
ilation, if, indeed, there ever existed a mother who 
oould fancy that, in the case of her owii. child, it could 
ever be needed. Yet facta BufEciently shew us, that 
what the dreaming mother saw, — errors retrieved, 
committed but repented of, and son-ows that 
Lt wisdom, ai-e not always seen, and that chil- 
may, in spite of all, jiersist in exploring the 
hth of evil — "deeper and deeper atilll" With the 
shadow of uncertainty whether it may not be so with 
any child, ia there no consolation in thinking that 
even that shadow has passed awayl For aught we 
know, many and many a mother may hereafter heai' 
her lost darling say — " Sweet mother, I was taken 
from you for a Httle while, only that I might abide with 
you for ever!" — Ever youra affectionately, R. E. H. G.*' 

* Selectioiu from the CorrGBpoDdonee of K. E. H. Greyeon, Esq. 
Edited by the Author o( the ''EolipM ol Fnitli." London: Long- 
man. Green k Cu. 
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CHILDEBN "GOD'S HERITAaE." 

Eby. HsNitT Allon, Isletoton', Lonbos, 
What a beautiful form of life is childhood ! Its pure 
and teuder physical beauty is but a faint emblem of 
its intellectual and moral conditions. Its very imper- 
fections—its helplessness and ignorance — constitute 
its exquisite charm; the roughest nien,oonfees it, the 
most sorrowful women are soothed by it, guilt feela a 
kind of awe at it, and vice is softened and purified by 
it; it inspires ambition with regrets, it melts impeni- 
tence to tears. A child is God's ange! on earth — 
fresh, as it were, from his presence, and full of divine 
ministries — softening, humanizing, and sanctifying. 
It is a link that connects the busy life of this world 
with the solemn and mysterious world of spu-its. 

What a blessed and beautiful order of being it is] 
Suppose that human life had no childhood — that men 
entered the world in the full power, and roughness, and 
unsanctity of adult manhood — how hard and uutnwrt- 
able a thing life would be I how destitute of the 
experiences that preciously teach it — of the influences 
that beneficially mould it ! How inestimable the 
experiences and processes whereby we pass fi-om help- 
lessness, and ignorance, and innocence, to strength, 
and knowledge, and holiness ! Bad as we may be, we 
should be a thousand times worse — destitute of the 
memories and experiences of childhood. Very precious, 
therefoi'e, is God's gift of children. They are special 
means of grace to \\s — special ministers of spiritual 
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thought and things. A wonderful Bible for a parent 
to read is a, little child, a wonderful apiritual influence 
for a pEirent to feel — ^almost an incarnation of the Holy 
Spirit himself. Even the recollectiona of chndhood — 
of its purity, freedom, and blessedness— will break in 
upon the hai-dened spirit of a guilty man, and he will 
weep in very sadness over the memory of what he once 
wua. The providence of God repeats, as it were, our 
own childhood in that of our children — our own ex- 
perience is reproduced in theirs. Childi^en t«acfa parents 
more, perhaps, than parents teach children; in a thou- 
sand ways they bring down heavenly thoughts and 
things upon the parents' hearts. Who can take a child 
up into his arms and look into its pure face, and into 
the transparent depths of its guileless sold, and see its 
freedom from care, auBpicion, and sin, without deep and 
manifold thoughts and feelings concerning the soul, and 
tiodj and the possibilities of life. A child comes to uh 
as if direct from God himsulf ; it lives in our homes long 
before the fair picture and lesson of innocence is blurred 
and eflaced by ain. Ho ministry so appeals to hinuMi 
hearts. 

"Heaven lies about uain one infaoaj." 

We muse and wonder as we look upon a child's face, 
until it grows almost divine, and we are half "afi-aid 
to look upon God." 

God's gift of children ia intended only for blessing; 
— a blessing to pions love and faith; they are a "heri- 
tage," a possession bestowed by the heavenly Father's 
love, and intended to stand in rich spiritual euocession 
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to us. They are more than spiritual beings, they are 
hell's of our spiritual privilege and piety ; our pious 
parentage is, by God's blessing, to secare their piety. 
It is a privilege which, in the natural order of things, 
should be a blessing to them; it is a idea of power 
■which they may urge io prayer, "Truly I am thy 
servant, and the son of tliine handmaid." " The pro- 
Djise is to us and to oui' children." If we be faithful 
to our "heritage," it will, as a i-ule and principle — 
admitting of exceptions, it ia true — become the heritage 
of our children. The riehest^ the most precious, the 
moat affluent of all gifts, is God's gift of children; 
beyond wealth, or art, or litei-ature, or social friends, 
or even conjugal love, they eniicb. and bless a home. 

It ia only when we thus intelligently and articu- 
lately realize the manifold blessing of children, that we 
can intelligently apeak of the soitow of their loss. It 
is a great mystery — one of the greatest mysteries of 
life — that so much yonng life should just bud and 
perish. It is the law of all life that there are more 
fallen bloasoma than ripened fruit; but when childreu 
die it is a sorrow as well as a loss. The pangs of 
bii-th, the unconsciousness and helplessness of infancy, 
it may be a few months or years of bright and 
beautiful tlevelopment — the vague eye brightening 
into intelligent recognition, the vague feebleness 
strengthening into purposed activity, the vague in- 
stinct ripening into a piu-e and clinging love, health 
and beauty growing day by day; and then- — the sudden 
smiting down — the ruthless quenching of that beauti- 
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fill Bpark of life, and it is as if "made in vain," It ie 
ti'ue that the enti-uiitment has been but ehort; there 
lias been but little time for mere posseaaion to grow 
into enilearment ; but strong passionate parental in- 
Btinct does in days that for which other poaaessiona 
years are required, and the death of a child is often a 
deep wound that almost breaks the heai-t that it 
lacerates, the scai- of which ia ever after tender to 
every touch and palpable to every eye. 

But we may not think that because so early taken, 
children have been given in vain. How it would 
change tlie whole economy of life if children never 
died; if eveiy life that was begun grew up to an 
assured maturity I What an exceptional and, iu a 
thousand ways, harmful law of life it would be 1 And 
is there not more than fancy in the thought and the 
comfort that there are children in heaven as well as on 
earth 1 If eai-th would lose, were only adult life upon 
it, would not heaven lose also? Will they not be in 
heaven, aa ou earth, part of the aoftening, sanctifying, 
endearing agency whereby we are ever advancing to 
pei-fection 1 

And is not a p.irent, ia not a ftimily infinitely 
better for even the tranaitory presence of a child in it f 
Have not deep springs of various moifd feelings been 
touched 1 have not our hearts pondered many things as 
we have watched it sleeping, or nursed it waking 1 has 
it not been, as no other gift could have been, a medium 
through which God'a voice has spokeji to us ? hsis not 
the hardest of ua been softened to teara, the most irre- 
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Ugions of UB thrilled into prayei" i ■while, in the pious, 
almost every religious principle and emotion has been 
appealed to more powerfully than by any other thing. 
Were the child to live, the feeling might be supersededj 
the impresaion effaced, by its after developments. It 
would become a man. Jta death deepens and perpetn- 
atea them. After years are passed it is still and must 
be ever to iis a child; and all the tender, holy feelings 
that it apfiealed to are fresh and vivid. 

In many senses Christ Hays to ua, " Suffer the little 
children to come unto nte, and forbid them not, for of 
such is the kingdom of heaven." If destined to adult 
lite on eiii-tb, they are to he of Hih kingdom in child- 
hood, and to retain the heart of childliood, even to old 
age. But we may "live in an inverted order," 
Parents may close the dying eyes of their children; 
their little footsteps may precede oui-a through the dark 
Viilley ; our faith may have to put them into the anns 
of Jeans, we being forbidden to go with them ; and our 
lond, blind love may hesitate, so that He may have 
to say to us, " Suffer them, suffer the little children to 
come im.to me, and forbid them not." He niay have 
need of them for the enrichment, with child-life and 
child-benuty, of the Father's house which He has gone 
to " propai-e." We know not wherefore He calls this or 
that particular child; and if it be ours that He calls, we 
may i-efuse to be comforted ; we may ciy with a great 
and bittercry, "'Wherefore hast Thou given them in 
vain T But do not let ua forget that it is iuto Chriat'fl 
-irma that we put them — that it is He who ' 




them up into His arms and blesaea them." They ai-e 
safer with Him than they could be with ub. His love 
can do for them what our poor love canuot do. Witli 
our children in Christ's arms, we ourselves shall follo'n- 
more willingly and eagerly. When our dying hour 
comes, and we have to commend our spirits into TTia 
hands, we shall remember that they are the loving 
bauds which received our children; that He has already 
taken t« Himself, as it were, part of us ; our cbildrea 
are "pi'eferred before na;" and we hasten to Him who 
has received and bleased them, and to the Father's 
house which they gladden and enrich with their pre- 
sence ; and so ahall we and the children which God 
gave us be for ever with the Iioi-d. 



THE CHARM OF CHILDHOOD. 
Eev. GEa GiLFiLLAS, Dundee. 
TsEcbarm of childhood— who has not felt it 1— although 
it may not always be easy to analyze ita elemente. 
Some of them, however, are obvious enough, and are 
found in the young of all animals, and in all youthful 
things. The full-grown tree has much beauty, hut 
more still belongs to the tender sapling, which the 
snow almost breaks as it descends upon it, and which 
seems so helpless, yet interesting, in ita infancy. The 
full-blown rose is a gorgeous object, but sweeter stDl 
Hie roBcbud, peering out timidly through its half- 
opened eye into the sti-ange atmosphere of earth, and 
milking you cry with the poet, 
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The river, mature iu age, ewelleil by a humired tzi-. 
butaiies, arisen in flood, and raging in wrath from 
bank to brae, may be a sublime eight ; but surely it is 
more attractive in its youth, when a narrow atrip of 
green, amidst barrp.n moors, ia its only boundary, and 
one star reflected on it from the proud heavens, is its 
fioie companion. You tremble at the eagle, swooping 
and screaming through the upper ether, with the 
lightning in his eye, and the iamb in hia talons j out 
you love to look at the young eaglet, lying aecure m its 
lofty eyrie, and expecting the arrival of ita food-bearing 
father. The old sparrow is a thief— and, as such, de- 
tested — but the young spaixow is the favourite and pet 
of the child — hereelf a pet and a favourite. The sheep 
seems silly enough, while bleating in her pastures, and 
iTinning away when no one pursueth ; but how lovely 
and dear the lamb, suddenly appearing by her mother's 
side, aa if dropped from one of the white spring clouds, 
or meekly following in her train, even though it be to 
slaughter and death. ! And so with the children of the 
human family. Coming out of the awful cloud of 
■darkness which enshrouds birth, they come out as 
stars. Taken out of earth's lowest parts, they shine 
forth as gems of the purest water, anJ the biightest 
colours. Bursting up, a^ it were, from the Iwwels of 
the world, they burst up as flowers of the sweetest 
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fragrance and the most variegated hues. Purity, sim- 
plixaty, instinct, and nnconsciousness, compose at first 
tie elements of a child's existence. There it liea — 
like a thing of heaven and eternity, amidst the hiistle 
and care, and evil, of the world — nourished on sniilea 
tnming, sweet satellite ! round the orb of its mother's 
face — sending up aimless, but beautiful smiles of its 
own— both when awake and when asleep — and dream- 
ing that " strangest of all things, an infant's dream." 
In what innocence it is wrapped — as if in swaddling- 
bands of anow ! No envy UTinklea that smooth brow 
— no lust and no hatred lurk in that heart — no fury 
bums in that clear, mild eye — its only food is milk, 
and its only sin is tears. In what blessed ignorance 
it dwells ! It knows not of God — but neither does it 
know of His many foes and rebellious creatures. It 
knows not of good — but neither does it know of evil. 
The alarm of war it never heard^the blood-spotted and 
teai'-fltaincd records of the sad history of hnmanity it 
never read — of the folly, falsehood, cruelty, impiety, and 
madness which dwell in the heart and blacken the life of 
man, it is altogether unaware; and yonder spring rose- 
bud, fiwt meeting the smOe of the light, is cot more 
unconscious of the rude realities of the world than that 
newly- bnd ded baba Beautiful all this; but there is a 
period a little farther on when the child becomes more 
interesting far ; that is when the soul awakes witliin 
ii_^iii<| the coming forth of the evening stiu' from a 
mass of clouds is not so beautiful as the first awaking 
if icamortal mind in a child's eye; and when the heart 
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awakes within it, and its Bmilea are no longet- undis- 
tinguishing ajid no longer aimless, but become deeper 
in their Bignificance, while equally sincere— and the 
understanding awakes within it, and proceeds to ask 
questions which no philosophy and no theology have 
yet been able to resolve — and the power of speech 
awakes within it, and its tongue overilowa with that 
artless but piercing prattle which is more delightful 
than the mnrniur of streams, than the bleat of Iambs, 
or than the atir of wind-swept Sowei-a ; because, while 
equally unconscious and equally musical, it is fall of 
articulation, of meaning, and of lore. 



Ekt. Gkosoe C. Huiioh, Paislkt. 
There is a. sinless grief. Jesus Himself could 
The heart, no less than the flesh, must bleed when 
wounded, and some of its softest tendrils are torn when 
little ones are plucked away. Still, tlus most amiable 
sorrow, the sorrow of Rachel weeping for her children, 
may reach excess. It is possible to nuise it in morbid 
luxury or desperateneaa of spirit, to the stoppage of all 
duty. The moan may swell into the murmur, and the 
smarting soul, Jonah<like, think it well to be angry. 
Yet why should a living mun complain i There i» 
worse grief in Bochim. " I would rather," said a grey- 
hiured Bii-e, following his son of shame, " have carried 
him to the grave." To have buried Hophni and 






^^BSiiiiebas when simple babes, woald have cost less 
^^■Bguisk to fUi, tbfuL to hear of their death at Aphek 
in the "blossom of their sina," Bitter as it was for 
David to lose the child of Bathsheba, it was bittorei- 
far to part with evil Absalom. It ia told of an artist 
that, once engaged on a painting of Innocence, he took 
for hia model the fai;e of a lovely child. Long after- 
wai-ds, being occupied on a companion picture of Guilt, 
he visited the dungeon of a notetl felon in -search of 
artistic hints, only to find his cherub-model of other 
years ti'ansformed into that dark-visaged convict. So 
it is ; the cradle hides many unknown developments. 
Herod once smiled on the breast ; Cain once played at 
the knees of Eve. If it could be said of some, Better 
they had not been horn; it might be thought of others, 
r they had early died. 
"STes, mourning parent — Let God alone. TTiq time 
i ways are ever best. Even were your ofispring to 
» all Samuels and Timothys in riper life, would it 
1 the pang to part with them then! Did it so 
1 Jacob mourning Joseph, or the woman of Nain 
anting iier manly son t Or if you shrink when the 
; knife removes the buds and blossoms, would 
I prefer that it should be applied to your faithftil 
, the earthly stem which is better than "ten 
lat" Say not, "All these things are against me." 
" wait patiently for the Loi-d." " They shall not 
t Bahamcd that wait for Him." Your soul shall 
i disconsolate Jacob's did, when he saw 
jpli's glory in Egypt This ia the furnace orded. 
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and when God hath " tried " you, you shall " come 
forth as gold." " All things work together for good 
to theoi that love Him." The Lord bath but sent the 
young ones on before, that you may moi-e sweetly 
follow. Against you ! No. But deem not the ques- 
tion strange — Is there none to be thought of except 
yowself 1 Is the Gi-eat Father not entitled to recall 
TTi't own, or has He only your feelings to consider ' 
What of the interesta of the child — Hia, still more 
than yours? Look that there be not some touch of self 
in your too eager love. When you stooped over the 
couch of the little sufferer, you felt you could give a 
world to purchase only an hour of ease for the fevered 
frame. In the time of health you watched the budding 
morals of youi- mirthful boy and your gentle girl ; you 
kept lar from their ears the echo of impiety, and from 
their eyes the spectacle of pollution ; you toiled and 
prayed for their weal and happiness. And do you 
now weep that yonr warmest wishes have been far 
exceeded ? Would you, if you could, bring hack the 
young immortals from the land where the inhabitant 
shall never aay, I am aick, to this scene of aches and 
pangs; from the purity of Paradise to the infections of 
the earth ; from the clime of immortality and "God's 
holy mountain," where "nothing shall hurt or de.'^troy," 
to the howling wilderness, the Vanity-fair of tempta- 
tions, and the valley of the shadow of death ! " If ye 
loved me," said Jesus to His sorrowing followers, " ye 
would rejoice, because I said, I go unto the Father." 
In almost ainiilar terms, might these young spirits 




correct your excessive s 
have only now gone home. They w 
in your embrace, as now in the handa of the Good 
Shepherd. You loved to see their happiness here, 
and sometimes feared to die lest they should fare ill 
in a cold world. That ground of anxiety is now re- 
moved, and you may die assured that they want no gocMl 
thing. Their Guardian is He who "gathers thelambs 
with T?ia arm, and carrieth them in His bosom." Too 
natural was the mistake of Martha and Mary, " Lord 
if thou hftdst been here, my brother had not died." Far 
otherwise does Jesua show Hia love ; even by making 
death gain. " It is appointed unto men once to die." 
Some must precede, child or parent ; and first started 
is first anived. Gnidge not the children their happy 
Btart. Think rather that they shall be waiting for you 
at the pearly gates ; and that if their removal has 
saddened the hearth, it baa gladdened the skies, adding 
an element to the bliss of heavenj and providing for 
you a store of parental enjoyments that shall never 
fail, in the society of your c-arly lost. "For our light 
affliction, which is but for a moment, worketh for us a 
for more exceeding and etei'nal weight of glory." 



^M BEREAVED PARENTS COMFORTED. 

^^r Rev. Wm. M. Taylor, M.A., Livehpool. 

Bkrkaved parents, do not sorrow mm-nmringly and 
without hope when your children are taken from you 

m death, for in such a dispensation Jesus is only 
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saying to you in anotlier form what He aaid to His 
diaoiplea long ago, " Suffer the little children to come 
unto me, and forbid them not ; for of Buch ia the king- 
dom of God." Their death is but their going to Him, 
for I have no doubt whatever of the salvation of 
infants. It is not indeed a doctrine distinctly revealed; 
but it may, I think, be inferred from many passages of 
Scripture, and from the whole character of the gospel 
itself. The very words which I have quoted, even if 
there were no others, warrant the conclusion that 
infants ai-e received into that kingdom of God which 
stretches into eternity ; and if this be so, wherefore 
should you be like Rachel, "refusing to be comforted?" 

Consider to whom they have gone. They have been 
taken to the arms of Jesus, and to the bright glory 
of the heavenly state. Nothing now can mar their 
felicity, or dim the Justice of their joy, or damp the 
ardour of their song; and could they speak to you from 
theii- abode of biiss, they would say to you, weep not 
for us, biit weep for yourselves, that you are not hero 
to share our bappineas. 

Consider from what they have been taken. They 
Lave been removed from earth, with its pains and 
privations, its sufferings and sorrows. Look back upon 
your own chequered histories, and tell me if you can 
contemplate without a feeling of grief, the idea of your 
children passing through such trials aa those which 
have met you in the world) Would you wish tliat 
their hearts should be wrung as yours have been, by 
the harshness of an unfeeling world, or by the ingrati- 
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tude of those whom you have serveJJ Nay, iii view 
of the agony of this very Lereavement, would you wish 
that a similar sorrow should be theirs 1 And yet does 
not their ooattuuaiice in the woi'ld involve in it the 
endurance of all these things ; and ought it not, there- 
fore, to be a matter of thankfiilneas that they have 
reached heaven without having jiaased through the full 
bitterness of earth 1 Above all, can you contemplate 
the spiritual dangers with which the world is environed, 
and not feel grateful that your little ones are now 
etflmally safe fmm them ? Think of the temptations 
that have beset you, and of the dreadful battles which 
you fought with them, and how near you were to being 
conquered by them, and let me ask if in this view you 
can feel otherwise than glad that they have gained the 
victory without the perils and hardships of the fighf! 
Perhaps had they been exposed to these dangers they 
weuld have fallen before them; perhaps had they lived 
they would have grown up only to fill youi" hearts with 
sadness, and "to bring your grey hairs with sorrow to 
the grave;" but all this is now impossible, for they are 
safe with Jeaus. It is hard to part with your children; 
indeed there can be no severer bereavement, uoleas it 
be the death of a husband or a wife. But, oh ! remem- 
ber the death of your child is not the heaviest calamity 
ibiit could befall you, for " a living cross is heavier 
Mian a dead one." 
Consider again for what they are taken. Perhaps 
■ lU have been wauderiug away from Christ, and II'j 
li.m taken this way to l>ring you back. Perhaps you 
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have been ceatring your heart too much on the 
earthly object, and He has tuken it to Himself, tliat 
your treasure may be Btill in Him. Perhaps you have 
never known Him, and He has taken this means of 
introducing Himself to yoii, coming to you as He did 
to His followers of old, over the very waves with 
which you are struggling, and saying, " It is I, be not 
afraid." Perhaps some other member of your family 
was to be led through this affliction to the Ikird, and 
thus one little one was taken from you for a season, 
that another might abide w ith you for ever. And if tljis 
should be so. can you repine ? 

Consider, finally, how this bereavement will appear 
when you come to lie upon your death-bed. T have 
seen mothers and fathers not a few at that solemn 
hour, but never one have I heard expreasiog aOKiety 
for the little children who have gone before. The 
great concern, then, after their own eternal safety, has 
always been for those they were leaving behind. The 
Lord, thus, is afflicting thee now, that thy sorrow may 
be mitigated at the lost. Think of all these things, 
mourning parents, and then your bereavement will 
seem to be, as it in reality is, a token of love and not 



'• O, not in cnieltj, not in wratli. 

The Beaper name that dnjr ; 
Twiu nn angel visited tlie grceo earth, 

Anil took the flowers «,waj-." 
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GRIEF NOT FORGOTTEN. 
Rev, William Blajk, M.A., Ddseiank. 

When God bshUs grief to any uf Hk cliilJren, He has 
a two-fold purpose in view; to awakeu tlioiigtt in them 
at tlie time, and to lay up for tliem a store of instruc- 
tion and profit for the future. The immediate effect 
of God'a visitationa to us by the death of dear babes 
is preparatory to the higher end and ultimate effect 
Grief, as the word literally aignifiea, is /tea/eineaa, and, 
therefore not "joyous." But the heaviness " muBt 
needs be " to create anything like a real, deep impres- 
sion ia the soul. If adversity is to afford "sweet uses," 
the bitter must be tasted first. No permanent benefit 
will result from a superficial contact with sorrow. 
What the poot sings of "a little learning" is equally 
applicable to our experience of grief ; we must "drink 
deep or taste not," if we would enjoy the outcome of 
genuine tribulation. It depends very much on the 
eEtertainment we give to impressions of sorrow, 
whether the future will bring a blessing back to oui' 
bosom. The world's way ia to abut down grief as it 
shuts down the coflin lid on the dead, to let the waves 
of worldliness rush in as they do behind the keel that 
has parted tbem asunder. In plain words, the world's 
remedy is oblivion, utter extinrrtion of the sight or 
Bound of the objects of buiied affection and hope. 
Nor ia that fatalistic way of submitting to sorrow as 
an inevitable necessity, as devotees beneath the wheels 
o f inexorable destiny, one whit more Ohristian or child- 
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lite thiui the sullen forgetfulness of the worldling. 
TJje Tirtues of submiasion, of holy resignation to God's 
will, of softened and sanctified experience, wiO never 
grow on such wild olives. Very significant are Paul's 
words of warning, neither to " despise tiio chastening 
of the Lord, nor faint when we are rebuked of Him." 
Those who grow hard in the fire affect to " despise " 
grief aa a thing unmanly, womajiish, weak, and un- 
worthy of being cherished in the memory or the heart, 
ind, to some extent they are right, when we analyse 
the kind of grief they indulge. 

It is grief as a sentiment that ia weak and "shallow," 
n.ot as H motive power in the soui. Let seutiinental, 
sensational grief be unrera.embered, for it is no better 
than noiay laughter. It touches only the surface ; it 
has no power to stir the depths of our nature. It 
weKvea its immortellea, and hangs them around the 
tomb, and straightway forgets what manner of man it 
'"•ace was. But genuine, real grief is not forgetful nor 
tmpty. It ia a fruitful bough by a weD whose branches 
run over the wall. It is a full rounded cluster 
wherein is the wine of life ; " destroy it not, for there 
is a blessing in it" Keep alive the memory of your 
grief, the hallowed asaociations with which it is en- 
twined, the nearness of your sonl to God when heaven 
seemed let down to earth to take from you tlie best of 
eai-th to heaven, the reality of prayer then oll'ered, and 
of the answer received, and the rupture of heavenly 
joy in which you walked when your home was " the 
valley of the shadow of death." Cherish the memory. 
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freshen the sense yon have of your grief, not to tlirow 
shadows athwart your pathway, but to brighten it 
with light from heaven. Visit in thought the chamber 
where the strife of death was waged, and the church- 
yard comer whei-e you deposited the precions duat, and 
tViitiTr of the transfiguration, row that the decease ha3 
been acomplished, and the now link to bind your 
heart to the unseen, and the grand re-xmion coming 
nearer every day, and then the untold happinesa not 
of " months in the New Jerusalem," but of " for ever 
with the Lord," and with all you have loved and lost, 
but found again when you shall be found of Christ at 
His coming. 

Lord Monboddo lost a beloved daughter, and grieved 
after a worldly sort over her. Her picture on the wall 
only reminded him of his misery. A friend drew a 
cartain over that picture : upon which the sad father 
aaid, "That is kind; come now, and let us read Herod- 
otoB." Miserable comforter, that romancing father of 
Greek history to a grieving father ! Seek not ao to 
bnry your sorrow. " Go and tell Jesus," ua John's 
diadples did when their master was taken away. That 
is the way to get your grief assuaged, to have it trana- 
fignred bo that the carte in the album, or the bust on 
the wall, or the head-stone at the grave, will bring no 
ehade of gloom around your brow; but each remem- 
brancer of your little one may prove a beckoning light 
up through the darkness to the light that is inaccessible 
and full of gloiy. That is the way to get the breach 
healed. It may be that in the first outburst of your 
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sorrow, when your sons and daughters rose up to com- 
fort you, you put aside their miniatry of consolation, 
and, like Jacob, said, " I will go down into the grave 
unto ray son moimiing." But, in the end of the daja 
when parting words are spoken, Benoni, the son of 
sorrow, has become Benjamin, the son of my right 
hand, and the crowning benediction rests on the head 
of him that was separate from hia brethren. Then, in 
the light of Heaven every shadow of earth's dark- 
ness will flee away, every Gethsemane become an 
Olivet, every step in the vale of t«ara a step in your 
a to the everlasting Kingdom, 



ARE THERE INFANTS IN HEAVEN? 

Rev. Db. J. Looak Aiicuan, Qlasgow. ^H 

Do deceased infants remain infants in heaveo) Ifr^P 
surely worse than trifling with scripture to make the "" 
phrase, "small and great," place infanta, as aueh, before 
the judgment-throne. To talk of the lisping lips ami 
patteiing feet of children on the floor of heaven is 
truly painful. Had these infants lived to riper years, 
some of them might have loved and served Christ, 
and gone from manhood's prime to fill loily thrones. 
Can any sense of privation flow from liod's removal of 
them into His own glorious presence J Can they be 
inferior in heaven to what they might have become 
upon the earth ) 

The idea of continued infancy cames in it the 
thought of privation. Some would assure mourning 
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mothers of having their beloved infomXa restored t<^ 
their fonil embrace. Do they seiioualy reflect upon 
what they say i Were distance, and not death, the form 
of separation, they would be j uatly Tiew^ed as "misei-ahle 
comforters," Tell a mother, parting from her child 
because of climate, that she will again receive him, ten 
or twenty years hence, in precisely the same condition. 
Would flhe not resent it aa an insnlt thus to dwarf 
her nohle boy, and imprison him for years in an 
infant's frame! Surely the same reasoning applies to 
death as to distance, and equally to heaven and 
earth. Our whole nature, instiuctively, appeals to the 
law of progress as the law of life. To contemplate eter- 
nal infancy in heaven is to think of ignorance ia the 
land of visioD, of weakness in the scene of power, and 
of imprisoned faculties in the presence of the glorified 
Kedaemer. 

When infants liso to heaveu they are subject to the 
law of lil'e, and advance in the development of their 
being at a pace unknown on earth. When we ask 
the mother to look beyond her own loss to her child's 
gain, we think of that sainted spiiit as rising more 
rapidly to manhood's fulness, and heaven's excellence, 
than if he had lived on eartlt. How can an intelligent 
mother ever become reconciled to her personal loss, or 
even rise above the thought of her child's loss, if, aa 
Bhe sees the remaining members of her family increase 
iu stature, knowledge, and wisdom, she must needs 
think of the brightest and best of them, whom God has 
Mtinted, as retained in perpetual infancy 1 Much as- 
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that mother marvela at, and rejoices over the dawning 
and advancing intelligence of her little circle, one 
glimpse of her sainted, boy should convince her that a 
few short yeara in heaven have done more for him, than 
a long and well spent life can possibly do for them. 

Yet, whnt wonderful oompenaation in the Divine 
economy ! Ripe Christians must begin their heaven 
on a loftier platform, and progress at a quicker pace in 
the ever-upward march towards perfection, than those 
who have all to learn after they have entered upon 
glory. Looking from the earthward aide of life we 
say — happy souls, translated to heaven, in blessed un- 
consciousness of sin and sorrow ! Looking from the 
heavenward side we exclaim — blessed ye, who Kved 
and served on earth, to have your manifold laboure 
recited and rewarded by the Saviour-Judge ! We may 
speculate on the comparative advantages of early and 
later removals — of infancy with its unconsciousness of 
sin, and its feebler spiritual life, and of manhood with 
its large experience and greater power of progress 
within the one kingdom — but ever to fall back for 
comfort apon the all-wise God, and in adoring grati- 
tude to say unto Him — " Even so, Father : for so it 
seemed good in Thy sight." 

The law of development is the law of life, alike 
on earth and in heaven. Exercise expands and invi- 
gorates the faculties. Enlarged capacities demand , 
an ever-widening sphere of action. Why rratrict t 
manhood and not extend to infancy the gracious [ 
-visions of that Divine law ? Why not stereotype e: 
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hausted i^ as well ea unfledged infancy 1 Must these 
germa of activity never rise into aetionl Shall the 
blossom never ripen into fniiti Can the noble faculties 
of mind and heart find an everlasting prison in tho 
bosom of infancy I Must that child carry m him 
ull the elements, and yet never I'each the stature of a 
perfected manhood! To ask these questions is to 
answer them, and bo aa to affirm that man's loftiest 
hopes fall far short of God's glorious fulfilment. 

The very thought of heaven suggests the absence of 
all imperfection — the non-appearance of feeble infancy 
and time-worn age — the universal manifestation of 
manhood in immortal beauty and strength. The 
finished work of Christ demands a complete humanity; 
and man is still seriously incomplete in childhood. 
Soon the infant in heaven rises out of his infancy, and 
attains to a knowledge, wisdom, and spiritu.Uity, 
gi'eater far than if he had lived and loved Christ for a 
hundred years upon tiie earth. 

Great, however, as the progress may be prior to thu 
resurrection of the body, and fully as entrance into 
heaven must compensate for an early removal from 
earth, let it be remembered that the spirit in heaven ia 
not humanity i>erfected. The body must needs he raised, 
and in a fonn adapting it for union and partnership 
with the glorified soul, ere henven can be enjoyed in 
its fulness. The recovery of the entire man into the 
likeness of Christ is the finishing of the work of 
redemption, aad must he the introduction of ransomed 
and perfected humanity into the Julnesa of promised 

1 prepared glaries. 



When musing sadly on the recent removal of our 
endeared Tlioodoro from mil- family circle, narrowed 
so much by three beloved ones withdrawn before 
him, the tender and timely sympathy of a much loved 
friend whispered the precious sentence; — "Christ's 
covenant with His Father, that He should have all 
the infant spirits for His kingdom, is our only satis- 
factory foundation." The comfort in these priceless 
words is affectionately offered to all bereaved and 
sorrowing parents. 



ADDRESS AT THE INTERMENT OF A C: 
Eev. J. P, Chows, BRAnroBD. 



We must all sympathize with the grief of bcreaveJ 
parents. I do not know that 1 have ever felt more of 
it than during the past week, over the sights I have 
witnessed in the cemetery on the hill-side. I have seen 
the coffins of two little ones placed side by side in the 
chapel, and another coffin by their side, containing the 
remaina of a mother, and the motherless children and 
the childless mother were sorrowing together. And I 
have seen another dear one lowered into its last resting- 
place, and the parents almost dragged fi'oin the spot, 
ns though they could not leave it there. And I have 
seen another laid side by side with ifa grandsire, as old 
age and infancy slept togethev in their cold chamber. 
And yet another laid in its narrow resting-place, and 
then the little ones that wore left dropping their white 
roses, the parents' tears, precious dew-drops, falling — 



with them, upon the dear habe whoae spirit had gooe 
to glory, and whoj^e body waa left to moulder to ita 
native duat. There is generally, however, in aueh a 
case, much to conaole us in our sorrow, if it may never 
be entirely taken away. 

Sometimes the child is tiiken, when God sees if 
it were spared it would engross too much of the 
parents' affections, it would be idolised instead of 
looed — would ba in the place of the Saviour and 
heaven to the parents, and that would not be well 
either for them or the child. Sometimes the child is 
taken instead of the parent. Justice does not say, 
"Thou fool, this night thy soul shall be required of 
thee," but Mercy says, instead, "I will call the child, 
and that may arrest him in his course, and the shock 
may break the ties that bind him to sin." And so the 
child, who is ready for heaven, is taken^tho parent, 
who must have been ciiat down to hell, is spared. 
Sometimes Qod sees that our affections are becoming 
too closely entwined around earthly objects, and He 
takes the child, that those affections may be drawn up 
to heaven with it; it needs a painful wrench to tear 
them awiiy, and it is thus Ho snatches from us a pre- 
sent treasure, to lead ua to seek after future and ever- 
lasting joya. And then we know they are not lost — 
these dear departed childi'en. The flower waa given, 
nnd had just begun to bloom in ita beauty and breathe 
ita fragrance through your dwelling, and now it is gone; 
but it is not withered, it is not stolen, it is not destroyed; 



e Lord of the garden haa sent His 



r, and he 
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baa plucked it, and bome it up from the desert world, 
whose rude blasts chilled it, to the Paradise where it 
shall bud aad bloom ia the aua-Ught of heaven for ever, 
Reraemfcer, too, how many parents would have rejoiced 
if their flowera had been taken to Paradise, instead of 
being spared to be the poor wretched, withered, down- 
trodden thingB they aro now, — rather weeds, indeed, 
than flowera, — or crushed, it may be.almost out of exist 
once altogether. And think, also, that if our little ones 
were taken from heaven to earth, or even if it were 
from earth to an unknown place, or to a worse place, 
then we might grieve over it; but it is not ao, if wo have 
them not hero we have them in heaven. About whom- 
Boover we may have doubts over their departure, there 
is no room for doubt here; the Saviour who gathered 
them aj'ound Him upon earth, and blessed them, is 
gathering them around Him in heaven, and blessing 
them in a manner of which we can form no conception; 
and so they are there, dwelling in Hia presence, blessed 
in His smile, rich in His gli>ry, and waiting to welcome 
those who shall follow them, to their port! 
lasting peace aad joy. 



"IT IS WELL." 
, Dr. John Brhcb, Newmilss, Atbshtbe. 






Surely it Mhould not requu-e many woi-ds to persuade 
bereaved Christian parents, that with their children 
also "it is well." They may think on the object of 
their teuderest affection as foi ever withdrawn from 
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them, and laid in the dreary, desolating grave. The 
blank pfoduced in their family circle, with its moum- 
ful aasociatioiiB, may ever and anon obtrude itself on 
their view. 'And when they reflect on the days when 
the candle of the Lord ahoue upon them, and when all 
was cheerful in the midst of th eir dwellings, they may 
be overpowered and overwhelmed, and for a time may 
even "refuse to be comforted," But, bj-and-by, the 
tumult of the soul is allayed ; by-and-by the precious 
promises are attended to; by-and-by the Spirit, with 
its consoling influences, gets access to the mind, and 
then the bereaved and sorrowing parent can look at 
tlie bright side of the dispensation, and can say. It is 
well. Musing on God's ways towards him, he may be 
supposed to indulge in such tlioughtiS as these— He was 
indeed a pleasant child that was removed from me, and 
one on whom my heart was set. I had fondly hoped 
to eee him grow in strength and beauty, and to be ose- 
fnlly and honourably active in life. I had anticipated 
the pcrioti when he should be my companion, my 
counsellor, my comforter, my pride. But God in His 
sovereignty has ordered it otherwise: aad shall I com- 
plain? Shall I complain because, in a difi'ereiit way 
&om that which my own imaginings had pictured, 
my highest wish for my child is i'ulSlledl Shall I 
complain because the warfare baa been so short, and 
tlie victory ao easily and 8]>eedily woni— because the 
lamb has b^en so soon gatliered into the fold, and 
sheltered from the rough and ruthless blast I — because 
the little voyager on life's wide ocpan has escaped 
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completely th« jieiils of life, and Las entered a 
the peaceful haveni — because the immortal spirit, t 
heir of heaven, lingered for bo short a time in this lai 
of darkness, and passed so aoon into the realms ol 
Shall I complain for these iind similar reasons) Verily.'l 
No. Fond nature, ceaae thj unwarrantable murmur- 
ing. Look to thy child in his glorified state ; " for of 
such is the kingdom of heaven." Think of him t 
raised above all sorrow, and suffering, and imperfeei 
and mingling with the innumerable company of 



** Forgive, bleat shade, the tributaiy tear, 

That moDTHs thiae exit fram a world like this : 

Forgii-e the with that wuulii have kept thee here, 

And atay'd thy progresH to the realma of blias." 



GODS RELATIONSHIP TO CHILDREN. 

Rkv. John Guthkt^ A.M., Glasoow. 
Odr Father in Heaven, the infinite Parent of us ai 
imd the Savloiir, who did what no parent haa d[me,-3 
shed Hia blood to redeem them, — hiive a closer relatjt 
to our children, and a better right to them, than y 
Bo it the endeavour, then, of mourning parents i 

with the bereft patriarch, and as much i 



exclai 



possible in that patriarch's spirit and power, ' 
Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away; blessed ! 
the name of the Loi-d !" Yea, let them overflow 'vi 
hallelujahs, that, in. the Atonement of Jesus, they h 
such an impregnable ground of hope in i-espect to tl 
deceased children. The fact that these children a 



heaven, among the shining throng, white-i-obed, . 
vocal with tlie praises of redeeming love, ehould endear 
Jesus to them the more, through the ranBom of whose 
precious blood their darlings are now in an infinitely 
happier than the ]>ai'ental home. This will help you, 
desolate parent, better to ai)preciate and realize the 
claims of that bi-ight world to which they have been 
Bummoned. You know not what iise God may hav« 
for them there. Who knows to what glorious account 
JesuH, even now while you weep, may there be turning 
th^ little i-adiant spii-ita 1 He has the ripened spiiits 
there of "just men made perfect;" and with these He 
gems and jewels His crown of many stars. But He hu 1 
also use there for the infant apirit in its lovelineES. If | 
the ripened saints are the stars that grace His crown. 
He whose delight is to take the lambs into His a 
may well cull also the buds and flowerets of childhood 
to cluster as a garland round His Ixmom of love. Your i 
children's precious dust ia at present in the hands otm 
the enemy; but that enemy, — -" the last enemy," — shull I 
be destiwed, and you and the tender objects of your 
regret, if you are only faithful to tlmt Saviour whose 
blood has saved them, and persevere in the faith and 
love of Him to the end, will meet again ere long, 
triumphant over death, the grim foe that lias deajxiiled 
you, and spend a long and happy Forever in the pres- 
ence of your Lord. 

We would say, in conclusion, to the bereft parent^ 
through whose heart grief has driven its rude plough- 
share, and whose wounds, it may be, are yet green, — 
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" Mourn not aa those who Lave no hope," for as respect* ■ 
your children, " there is hope in their end." In thw 
material part only, they are,— like RachBl'B of old,— 
'' in the land of tho enemy ;" their nobler part is ii 
land, and in the embrace, of the Infinite Friend, 
ia that Friend forgetful of their sleeping dust. ItiftJ 
precious in Hia sight. " The redemption of the body " 
is assure as "the redemption of the soul." That ei 
— "the last enemy " — shall one day be destroyed ; a. 
on that eventful day, "your children shall coi 
Only see to it, mow, like David, that you will, by faitfa, ' 
"go to them," and Jeeua will see to it C/ten that they 
shall "come to you," "Thus saith the Lord; re&ain 
thy voice from weeping and thine eyes from tears; for ^ 
thy work shall be rewarded, saith the Lord; ani 
shall come again from the land of the enemy." 
a, rapturous prospect for the Christian parent '! 



THE CHILDREN SAFELY FOLDED, 
Ekv. Db, Joskph Beowk, Glasoow. 
I HAVE a full persuasion in my own mind that ' 
well with the child" that dies in infancy ; and I harfKl 
often felt thankful that I had sntiaiieti myself on that] 
head befoi*e I was led to secure the possession o( ^M 
burying pla«e for my own infant children; but my 1 
faith rests less on any [mrticiihir passage than on tliA.l 
genius of the gospel scheme. Just as I find that Hhb | 
divinity of our Lord is the key to the interpretation a 
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e cnrrent repreaentation of Scripture, so I think that 
Rihe salvatioa of infant children is in best accordance 
■Vith many portions of the bo]y oracles, 

I had occasion to glance at the subject of infant sal- 
ration recently, when speaking of Chriat's being 
"glorified in" the number of " His sainta in that day," 
■hnd in endeavouring to establish the poBition that the 
r jredeemed will greatly outnumber those that perish. I 
believe that even in past liraea the number of the saints 
may have been greater than a contracted charity has 
supposed— than the spirit of bigotry has allowed. I 
believe that, in the long ^es of rest and tiiumph in 
store for the Chui-ch, " the nations of the saved " will 
soon counterbalance the deficiencies of many genera- 
tions. And even in reference to those periods in which 
tan and Satan have moat prevailed, I comfort myself 
with the thotight that death baa been employed by Him 
^^irho has the power of the keys, in securing a great 
lathering into the kingdom of heaven, from those 
*rLo have died in infancy. 

I remember conversing, many years ^;o, on this 
nbject, with the late Ebenezer Brown of Invorkeith- 
)g, and of marking the delight he seemed to gather 
□ the thought that the multitudes of children who 
in heathen countries, and in the heathen parts of 
own country, ay, and even those that are violently 
en away by the cruel hands of superstition and 
iolatry, are " caught up to God and to His throne," 
tt swell the numbers of the ransomed, and to enlarge 
e honours of the Fiodeemer, 
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LITTLE ONES IN HEA^TSN. 
Rev. Db. Robeet Fkrchhoit, Losdon. 

Wb aru not forljiildeii to moum over the loss of tlioeej 
who have been taken from ua ; but our sorrow shouldl 
be_ moderated by the reflection that our loss is theinj 
gain. The joy which was felt, and whose expressi(n(1 
could not he i-epressed at the birth of the child, i 
surely not to become extinct in the event of hia 
departure and introduction to a nobler state of being. 
Are ail those delightful emotions which took possession 
of ovu' breasts when he began to develop his intellectu 
power, or hia apb-itual life, to die out when that v 
same child is taken up into the society of perfeci 
spirits, in whose midst hia mental powers and Lit 
life will he revealed as they never could have b 
this inferior sto.te 1 Is it nothing that we have give 
birtli to one who is now numbered with the a 
glory, and whose presence in heaven has widened t 
circle of the redeemed around the thi'one of Godi 
death be a condition of life, then those whom w( 
have lost by death are not lost, but gone before. 
are not dead, but live ; and with the living only d 
they hold communion. If the liigheat type of c 
life be that of the redeemed and the gloi-ified, then o 
joy ought to be propoi-tioned to those higher condlUoi: 
of being and of bliss to which they have been i-aiaed. 

Christian parent ! dry up thy tears ; or if you. must J 
weep, make a rainbow of your tears. Let joy rise J 
above grief as heaven rises above earth. If the \ 



COMSOt^TIOH. 



135 



I birth of your child .filled your breast with er 

I which no human words can express, and if 
lis being bom again you became the subjects 
I of feelings yet more tender and peculiar, then think 
j of him now amid the beatitudes and the blessed- 
i of the heavenly world, ainleas in character, 
I life, exhaustless in energy, ceaseless in 
activity, and through the ages on ages, ever moving in 
the light of the throne, expatiating amid its unquench- 
able glories, and upholding communion with the Eternal 
Life. 
I How delightfii! the idea that some of our little ones 
[ are there, ever beholding the face of their Father, 
reposing in His immutable love, and being tilled 
with the fulness of joy ! How cheering the thought 
that they have been admitted to the society and the 
fellowship of perfected spirits, are now the companions 
L |uid associates of patriarchs, and pi-ophets, and aposttea, 
|.flf martyrs and confessors, of the mightiest and the 
lobleist dead, and hold the most intimate intercourse 
I with them on all that is holy and true, unchangeably 
l|{ood and sublimely grand ! How inspiring the belief, 
■that they are now waiting our arrival, and are beckon- 
Efng ne onward and upward to join their wider circle, to 
■eater with them on brighter soeneR, and to enjoy li 
T with them in its fulness and its fruitions 1 If we have 
ties on eartli, we have ties also in heaven. Nor let u 
ioT^t that heaven is our homo, as it is the home of 
thoso little ones now in gloiy. It ia there that ^ 
i to meet them a^ain, to be i-eiinited in indissoluble 
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bonds, and to dwell in enclleBS life. Their very exiefc-^ 
ence there is meant to charm our spirits up to their 
bright abode. Let ua, then, set our affections on that 
higherworld; let us yield to Its attractive influence; and 
let u8 rpjoice in this prospect of mingling for ever with 
our little ones and our loved ones in scene 
light and life, of glorious love and boundless joy. 



MUTUAL RECOGNITION IN HEAVEN. 
Ret. Dr. Gkokqk Smith, Poflak, Lonuok. 



bawl 



The hope of reunion in a future state of being has b 
prevalent amongst devout and thoughtful persons in 
aU ages of time, and under the various disjienaationa of 
divine truth which have passed over men. Some glim- 
merings of this expectation have visited communities 
and individuals unblest with the light of a wiitten 
revelation, but who probably derived their impresBionB 
from traditionary recollections of a primitive faith. A 
definite and ever-brightening impression of the trotti^H 
has been obtained under the Patriarchal, the Jewi^^^f 
and the Christian economies. This hope has been a 
great comfort to mourners in seasons of bereavement 
They have felt tts did the monarch of Israel, who when 
lamenting the decease of his child, encouraged his 
heart by uttering the well known words, " I shall g 
to him, but he shaU not I'eturn to me." . . , 
By many of those who receive the kingdom o 
as little children, this consoling doctrine is admitteii<l 
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lOut gainsaying, and is almost intuitively per- 
Not very long since, an aged disciple, a 
;hir valued relative of mine, fell asleep in Jesus at 
[*lie advanced age of eighty-one years. On hearing of 
■^&& event, hia sister, more aged than he, said, "How 
[lad my dear mother will be to see her darling boy 
When the tidings of death reached my home, 
A grandchild of the departed saint, my own. youngest 
jy, Richard Morley, being then only in hia fifth year, 
[ajcclainied, " How delighted grandmamma will be to see 
him again!" Thus youth and age, both taught of God, 
testified to a glorious truth. Hiey have both sioce 
then passed into the world of light; the child after a 
few weeks only, and they are doubtless reunited to the 
of whom they believingly spoke. 
This subject is adapted to comfort the orphan 
ived of parental support, and cast on the father- 
hood of God. It is equally suited to bind up the 
wounds of parents who mourn, like Rachel, over 
their diildren, because they are not. Nor is it lesB 
fitted to support the mind of others who are deprived 
of companions in labour, and sorrow, and joy. We 
can follow them by faith within the veil, and behold 
tbdr ever increasing happiness. Wo can listen 
to the voice of revelation, which assurea us that they 
without us cannot be perfect; and we can look forward 
[& Lope to the time when, knowing as we are known, 
lall rejoin them in tho climes of bliss, and with 
place the crown of redem]>tion at the feet of the 
With Richard Baxter, the eloquent dis- 
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courser on "Tlie Saint's Everlasting Rest," we may 
say, adiii'easing the Captain of our salvation — 



Ab for my friends, they are not lost; 

The difforont vesnels of Tby fleet 
Though parted now, by tempeatfi tost, 

At leDgth ehaJl in the haven meet. 



SAFE WITH CHRIST. 
. Charleb Garhktt, Manchestbb. 



Uh weeping, tvemtling mother, the Good Shepht 
who carries the lambs in His bosom, looks pityingly 
upon you, and aays in loving tones, " Can you not 
trust your child with Me ?" Surely your heart, in the 
midst of its agony, will reply, "Yes, Ijord, I can." 
You have often said to an earthly friend, "I have no 
fear nor anxiety about niy child when it is with you." 
And if this lie true, for it to be with Christ must be 
far better. Think of His unerring wisdom, His 
almighty ])ower, His boundless resources. His unutter- 
able tenderness, and, above all. His infinite love, and 
your faitli will he strengthened and steadied. Re- 
member that He loves your sainted child as tenderly 
as if there were not another child in the universe, and, 
oh, Low safe, how happy it must be with liivi ! Bear 
in mind also that the sepai-ation is only for a " little 
while," as little as is consistent with your etensal wel- 
fare. Tour heavenly Father is far more anxious to 
have you in heaven than you are to get there. All the 
events of your life ai'e working together for this 
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^Kkoh may not be able to see how this can be, but His 
BeyeB are clearer than yours. He sees the end from the 
beguming. If, therefore, you cannot praise Him for 
this "fieiy trial," don't mureimr — be "dumb, and open 
not your mouth," because He has done it. He will 
understand your silence. " He knowetli our frame; He 
i-eniembereth that we are dust." His purposes will soon 
be accomplished, and then amidat the glories of heaven 
you will meet again ; so shall you " obtain joy and 
gladness, and sojtow and eighing shall flee away." 






SAVIOUB'S CARE FOR LITTLE CHILDREN. 
Rev. Fetbr Meabkb, Coldstream. 
Jegaa admitg c/iildren into His kingdom. He says, 
"Suffer the little chiltlren to come unto me, and forbid 
tbem not." Pennit, and do not prohibit — this is surely 
a complete permission. Our Saviour's words imply 
that He approved of the conduct of the parents, and 
would not allow them to be discouraged in their well- 
meant act. He does not say, Suffer thetit to he brought, 
but, '■ buffer them to come," jia if to include an 
encouragement to them to come themselves so soon as 
they are able. The loving heart of a Christian parent 
would prompt him to bring his child to tie Lord by 
|jrayer; and if not permitted expressly, he would be 
disposed to ask permission. But he has here all the 
eneouwigement he needs. The children are admitted 
into His church — His kingdom ou earth ; and in due 
e they will l>c ailmitted into heaven — His kiiij,'dom. 
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above. Those who havo brought theii- children to 
Christ, and afterwards lost them by an early deati, 
will find in this passage a sweet source of consolation. 
Their dear little ones h ave left earth, but they are with 
CLriHt and the angels above. In answer to the parent's 
prayer, Ho blessed the children on earth, but He has 
now blessed them much more in heaven. 



UNCONVERTED PAEENTS ADMONISHED.^^ 

Eev. PaoiEiwoR M'MiOHiBL, D.D., Dubfebmlink. 

Perhaps there ia a danger, in themes of this descrip- 
tion, of overlooking the case of mourning parents, who 
are themselves in an unsanctified state, and who are 
destitute of a saving faith in the Lord Jesus. This 
book may fall into their hands, and to them I would 
now address a woi'd of kind and faithful expostulation. 
May it be abundantly blessed, through the Holy Spirit, 
to promote theii" eternal interests ! 

My supposition is, — Death has entered your dwell- 
ing, and has snatched a loved one from your embrace. 
That child, I believe, is safe — safe in heaven; but you 
yourselves are still living in sin and unbelief What 
ft monstrous contradiction 13 here ! Your child in 
heaven, while you ai-e on the broad road to hell 1 That 
child was deaa-, inexpi-essihly dear to you; but the 
Lord took him. Perhaps it was done for your spiritual 
benefit. Had it not been for this gracious puqrose, he 
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might liftve been still with you, cheering youv heart. 
More frequently than is imagiued, children become 
martyra for the sake of their ungodly fiarenta. Poi" 
them they wither, and for them they di& But has 
this divine visitation produced the effect which it ought 
to have done? Did you actua,lly look upon your own 
child in the convulsions of death 1 did you place it in 
its little coffin, and lay its Lead in the grave, without 
a piercing conBciouBcesB of the evil of sin t There 
would have been nothing surprising, though God had 
smitten you dead, and fiiends had been summoned to 
your funeral. Laden with ain, as all of us are who 
have arrived at mature years, that was just what might 
have been expected, and what would assuredly happen 
did not infinite mercy prevent. But did it never occur 
to you, how di-eadful sin must appear in the sight of 
God, when even that young child of yours paid the 
awful penalty 1 The wages of sin is death. Did it 
uever occur to you, that if there were nothing ineonsia- 
tent io divine goodness and justice sending disease and 
death upon that Httle one, what must be your own 
condition, should you die impenitent and be summoned 
into the presence of the Judge with all your guiit upon 
your head 1 Did it never oc::ur to you, what additional 
misery shall be yours in the place of perdition, when 
you remember there, that you have a darling child in 
heaven, and that had you profited by the lesson which 
its premature death was intended to teacb, you might 
yoarselves have been with it, and with the other 
inhabitants, singing the high praises of our 
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God] By the nicraory of that child so dear to you; 
by the value of youi" own immortal BOuls which ai'e 
in danger of perishing ; by the terrors of the day of 
judgment, when each one of us must give an account of 
liimsclf unto God ; and by the precious blood of Christ 
which cleanseth from. aJl sin, I beseech you now to 
repent and to accept the overtures of divine compassion. 
Mercy there is for you still, much as you have 
hitbeilo hardened your hearts and despised the chas- 
tisements of Jehovah. Flee, without delay, to the 
■Shepherd and Bishop of your souls, and aurrender 
yourselves freely unto Him. Then it will he in youi' 
power to say, with the bereaved Shunamnute, " It is 
well ;'' and also to adopt the language of David, with 
reference to his dead soa — " I shall go to him, but he 
shall not retiu'u to me." 



A WOHD IN SEASON, ^M 
Rev. HBNRr Batchelob, Glasgow. 

Yon need not ask the Pi-ophet's question, "Is it vxU 
with the child?' The "Good Shepherd" always car- 
liea the drooping iamb in Hia bosom, and the last 
breath is the token that it has reached the saci'ed and 
guarded fold, and that its spirit hos found rest. Death 
to a little one is like libei'ating a bii-d to seek its 
native clime. Its unsoiled pinion and virgin song are 
for a Bunnier realm. The light in which it is lost to 
■thee is the radiance of tlie better land. " For of such is 
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the kingdom of God. But oh ! parent, what of thine 
own soul? Hast thou one bo near to thee, one that 
thou thoughtest inaepanible from thy life and love, in 
heaven? Are the little feet touching the hliaafnl shore 
that thou ahalt never tread? Is its ear filled with 
sounds that shaJl never come to thine? Is its yooBg 
and tender form lustrous with a glory which shall 
never shine on thee ? Is it now looking on the face 
which thine eye, through all the eternal ages, shall 

Is thy little one so viuc/i to l/tee, and art thou, leas to 
Ood f " We ai-o Ilia offspring." The Gi-eat Teacher 
enjoined, " When ye pray, Bay, our Father." Ye have 
a place in the paternal love of God, Thy Imrdena 
are His cai-e. An impeiilled soul is more to Him 
tlian all his vast dominions. He haft taken to Him- 
self the little life so precious to tliee, to <Ii-aw thee 
after. This ia God's most loving act to thee. Many 
a time thou hast heard His voice, and didst not heed it. 
He gave His only-hegotten Son to agony and death 
for thee, and it touched thee not ; uow, He has taken 
thine own loved one from thee. It is not the first 
time that a little golden head has atti'acted hoai'y 
hairs to heaven. Tiny pattering feet truce for strong 
men the way to God, and lead, by silken chords of 
luve, to His blest abode. " Out of the mouths of hahe» 
and mieklvngg Thou haat perj'ecttd praUe." May it be 
thy comfort that every step in life is guiding thee to 
embiace thy little one again, where flowers never 
md immortality beams in every countenance. 
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APPEAL TO PAKENTS. 

Rev. William Bathgate, Kilmarnocb:. 

CnaiSTriN parent, bereaved of an infant-child, one 
word of appeal to you. Sore waa your heart in the 
sad hour which struck tlie departure, to another home 
and hoaom, of your darling child. Though seaaons 
may hav^e come and gone, though years of viciaaitude 
may have fled since you kissed for the last time the 
inlant-clay in its snow-white dress, or heard the first 
clod fall relentlessly on. the coffio which contained the 
pride of your heuit, the tear still starts, and the lip 
still quivers, over the name and image of your heloved 
infant. Sorrow not for him. He stands on the other 
bank of the Jordan, ready to hail you as you rise from 
the troubled river. He tunes his infantine harp to 
give you a gladsome welcome to the mansions above. 
Wish him not " back again," for the wish is unkind as 
well as vain. Comfort yourself with the assurance 
that you "shall go to him." Your child is not among 
strangers. The angels wait on him. The Saviour 
carries him in Hie bosom. Never was he ao much at 
home. He has the blessed fortune to advance beneath 
the care and education of heaven. He is in the train 
of the blessed Saviour, for whose glorious appearing 
you daily look. let youi- affections he ^fixed on the 
heavenly world. The Great Spirit will not charge you 
with idolatry should you quicken your pace to glory 
because your departed child wearies for your coming. 
G!od smilingly looks on the reunion of sire and son J 



Eanmt, bereaved of an in&nt-uhiid, what 
< you f It is -well even with the spirit of 
your little one. This is a gratifying, gladdening tmth, 
even to a, parent bound for a dread futurity. But, then, 
though you are welcome to all the consolation wliidi 
such a tmth is fitted to imparfr, does not the truth flash 
across your benighted soul a terrible suggestion? 0, 
see you not that if you die Chiistleas as you are living; 
ChristlesB, your little one and you shall never meet. 
Should it often waf«h for its mother's spirit emerging 
with a song of victoiy from the billows of the Jordan, 
it shall watch in vain. Should it on the morning of 
jadgoient recc^nise its mother's face and hold aloft its 
tiny hands, it shall hold them up in vain. A!)! 
bereaved mother, you have diimk the bitterest of 
earth's cu[js. Death tore from you the idol of your 
heart. But, continue Christless, remain unsaved, and 
you will see your child rising in glory, while you 
yourself are sinking into hell. Can you stand t/ia' 
prospect I Take your infant's Saviour as your Sa^-iour. 
Rend not the heart of the soul-loving and soul-aavinj: 
Jesna by continuing unsaved, ajid constraining Him 
to bid you depart far from your child, and far from 
mself. 



A TRANSPLANTED PLOWEK. 

Wu. B. Bradbitrt, Mdsical Couposeb. 

tATlE is gone. Where? To henven. An angel oami 

3 took her away. She was a lovely child — gentle ai 

Lmb; the pet of the whole family ; the 'youngest 
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them all. But she could not stay witli us any longer, 
she had an angel sister in heaven, who was waiting 
I'or her. The angel sister was with iia only a few 
months, but she has been in heaven many yeai's, and 
;<he must have loved Katie, for everybody loved her. 
The loveliest flowera are often soon^ plucked. If a 
little voice sweeter aad move musical than others was 
heard, I knew Katie was near. If my study-door 
i)l>ened so gently and slyly that no sound could be 
heard, T knew that Katie was coming. If, aft«r an 
Iiour's quiet play, a little shadow passed me, and the 
door opened and shut as no one else could open and 
«hut it, " so as not to disturb papa," I knew Katie waR 
going. When, in the midst of my composing, I 
heard a gentle voice saying, " Papa, may I stay with 
you a little whilei I will be •aery still," I did not need 
to look off my work, to assure me that it was my little 
lamb. You stayed with me too long, Katie, dear, to 
leave me so suddenly; and you arc too stilt now. Tou 
became my little assistant — mj/ limne ivngd — my 
youngest and sweetest singing-bird, and I miss the 
little voice that I have heard in the adjoining iwim, 
catching np and echoing little snatches of melody as 
they were being composed I miss those soft and 
sweet hisses. I miss the little hand that was always 
firattobe placed ujjon my forehead, to "drive away 
the pmn," I miss the sound of those little feet upon 
the stairs. I miss the little knock at my bed-room 
■loor in the morning, and the triple good-night Itiss in 
the pvenin". I miss the sweet smiles from the sunniest 







I mise — oh ! liow I miss the foi-emoet in tJie 
group who came ont to meet me at the gate for 



the firet kiBs. I do not stoop so low now, Katie, 
give that fii-Bt kiss. 1 miss you at the table and at 
fiunily -worsliiji. I miaa your voice in " / wiml to Be 
-'li aiu/d," for nobody could aing it like you. I luiBS 
you in my rides anil walks. I miss you in the gtuden. 
1 miss you eveiywhere ; but I will ti-y not to iniae you 
in heaven. " Papa, if we are good, will an angel tnily 
I'oBie and take ub to heaven when we die 1 " When the 
i[UB8tion was asked, how little did I think tlie angel 
was ao near! But he did "truly" come, and the 
siweet flower ia translated to a more genial olime. " I 
do iriah papa would come." Wait a little while, Katie, 

Epspa will come. The journey is not long. He will 
be "Home." 
L SCENE FROM " UNCLE TOM'S CABIN." 
Mks. HiBRrer Bkecbbr Stowb, 
■A. looked up at Mrs. Bird with a keen acrutinising 
glance, and it did not CRoape her that she was dressed 
in deep mourning. 

" Ma'am," she said, suddenly, " have you ever lost a 

l.'^aaidr 

I Tie qneation was unexpected, and it was a tliruBt 

■ wound ; for it was only a month since a 

g child of the family had been laid in the grave, 

\ Mr. Bird turned round and walked to the window, 

I Mrs. Bird burst into teara ; but recovering her 

s, she said — 
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" Why do you aak thatt 1 have loat a 

"Then you will foel for me. I have lost two, ons 
after another — left 'em buried there when I came 
away ; and I had only this one left. 1 oever slept a 
night without him ; he was all I had. He was my 
comfort and pride, day and night ; and, ma'am, they 
were going to take him away fvota me — to setl him — 
H baby that had never been away from hia mother in 
hia life ! 1 couldn't stand it ma'am. I knew I never 
should be good for anything if they did : and when 1 
knew the papers were signed, and ho was sold, I took 
him and came off in the night ; and they ohaaed me — 
the man that Iwught him, and some of mas'r'a folts — 
iind they were coming down right behind ma — 1 
heard 'om^r jumped right on to the ice, (md how I got 
across I don't know ; but, first T knew, a man was 
helping me up the banlt." .... 

The senator, addressing his wife on behalf of the 
poor bereaved runaway, said. — 

" Mary, I don't know how you'd foel about it, but 
there's that drawer full of things — of — of — poor little 
Henry's." So saying, he turned quickly on his heel, 
and shut the door after him. 

His wife opened tlie little bed-i-oora door adjoining 
her room, and. taking the candle, set it down on the 
top of a bureau there ; then from a small recees sh<i 
took a key, and put it thoughtfully in the look of u 
drawer, and made a sudden pause, while two boy.s, 
who, boy-like, had followed close on her heels, atootl 
looking, with ralent, significant glances, at their mothgiy]! 
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iJ, mother that reads this, has there never been 
house, a diuwer or a closet, the opening of 
wliich has been to you lite the opening again of a 
little gravel Ah! happy mother that yoii are, if it 
has not been so ! 

Mrs. Bii-d slowly opened the drawer. There were 
little coats of many a form and pattern, piles of aprona, 
and rows of small stockings ; and even a pair of little 
-ihoes, worn and rubbed at the toes, wei-e peeping from 
the folds of a paper. There was a toy horse and waggon, 
top, a ball ^memorials gathered with many a t^ar and 
heart-break ! She sat down by the drawer, 
leaning her head on her hands over it, wept till the 
fell through her fingers into the drawer; then, 
suddenly I'aising her head, she began, witli nervous 
haste, selecting the plainest and most substantial 
articles, and gatbeiing them into a bundle. 

Mamma," said one of the boya, gently touching her 

yon going to give away those things 1" 

My dear boys," she said, softly and earnestly, "if' 

dear, looing little Henry looks down/rom /leaven, he 

iBouid be </lad to Jmvs ii* do this. 1 could not find it in 

my heart to give them away to any common person — 

t<i anybody that was happy ; but I give them to a 

mother more heai-trbroken and sorrowful than I am ; 

and I hope God will send His bleswings with them?" 

There are in this world blessed soula, whose sorrows 

spring up into joys for othor« ; whose earthly hopes, 

grave with many tears, are tlie seed from 

ich Hprintr healins Howbi-k anrl halm for the desolate 
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and the distreBSed. Among auch was the delit 
woman who aita there by tlie lamp, dropjMng slow teaw, 
while she pi^eparea the memorialB of hev own lost one 
for tlie outcast wanderer. 



"A SWEET sorrow; ^ 

Rkv. H. Hakbauch, A.m., United States. ^J 

What can parents ask more than that their infants 
should be in heaven? The feelings which become them, 
when they for the last time draw near the coffin of the 
infant sleeper, and lay their warm hands once more, 
as an affectionate fei-ewell, upon its brow, ai-e beauti- 
folly expressed by one [Dr. Sehaff] who himself ex- 
perienced the "sweet sorrow." We will speak ont 
of hia heart, rather than out of our own ; 

" Now, farewell, my precious boy ! Till I see thee 
again, farewell ! With a saddened heart have I per- 
formed the last act of eaithly love ; and now I reugu 
thee into the hands of higher and lietter parental cai'e. 
Short was thy visit in this rough and tempestuous 
world I The heavenly gai-dener has early transplantetl 
the fragrant lily of thy life iuto a mUder and pui-er 
clime. Thy life was not yet darkened and embittered 
by the fearful curse of sin and deatli. As a tender 
lunb of Chiist, thou didst beai' thy cross in friendly 
innocence, like the infants of Bethlehem, who wei-e 
slain by the tyrant-swoi'd of Herod, as the first raartyi'- 
fnitts oifered to the new-bom Saviour, to whom the 
ancient church hns devoted the third day after I 
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uiiis iiM an niiuivei'saiy-ilay oi' epecial remembrance. 
Thou art now happy with them, and with the pleasant 
angels, far away from the siiltiy and sickly atm08phe^t^ 
of earth and sin, in serene celestial he^hts, in the 
green peaceful bowers of Paradise, led, and fed, and 
refreshed by the Great Shepherd of the sheep and of 
the lambs, who was Himself once a child, that He might 
sanctify the tender age of infancy, and who, in the day^i 
of TTk flesh, pressed infanta to TTja bosom, B])eakiiig 
those worda of comfort : ' SuJJet little childreo to come 
uuto me, and forbid them not i for of such is the kingdom 
of God.' His thou wert by birth ; and, as He formed 
thy beautiful body, so did He also, by His Holy Spirit, 
silently, ami unconsciouidy to thee, eai-ly prepare thy 
spirit for that holy world where now thou art at home. 
It was He tliat taught thee to lisp, as thou didst in thi- 
midst of thy suffering, with iofiint joy : ' Heaven is '•> 
beautiful place — God is there — Christ is there — the 
angels are there — all good people arc there !' Yes, 
my bopefid, pious boy ! they are all there, old and 
young, groat and Bmall — all who have overcome iu 
the blood of the Lamb ! Thei'e also dost thou bloom 
for evei', in the imiading beauty of the loveliest agel 
Thither also do tliy parents, by God's gi-ace, hope ti> 
arrive, when their houi' shall sti'ike, to embrace thee, 
Uie beloved of their heai-ts, in glorified youth, and tn 
QO more for ever ! O the joy of such ;i 
g 1 "* 

I Tim HoaTeoly Home. By Rev. H. HorbnuoL, A.M. Philii- 
: Lindaay nnd BUkUton. Ig5.t. 
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BEREAVED PARENTS COMFOKTED. 
Rev. Dr. Russkll, Dundek. 

When a bei-eaved parent feels all the force and tends 
iiess of parental love, and while his heart bleeds for the 
loss of hifi children, let liim ponder this precious recoi-d, 
"Like as a father pitieth his childi-en, so the Lord 
[litieth them that fear Him;" and let the discouaolate 
mother dwell on these words, "As one whom his 
mother comfortetli, so will I ciomfort you ;" and aiirely 
while they are chai'med with their beauty, the soul will 
draw from these declarations the richest, the most 
endearing, and the moat effectual consolations. Their 
own feelings will help them to understand the warmtli 
•And the tenderness of the love of heaven. 

It is delightful to repose on Him, who can enter int« 
ijur eveiy feeling, can effectually auccour iis in the day 
of tiial, and with power can say, " Weep not, the child 
IB not dead but eleepeth." "|I am the resuiTection and 
the life." " O thou afflicted, toased w^ith temjxidt; when 
thou pasaeat through the waters, I will be with thee." 

Tjet the thought, then, of the blessedness of then- 
clepai-ted infants, quicken the progress of ChristianB to 
the land of immortality, holiness, and joy. Let them rest 
tin that word, which is able to fill with confidence and 
hope, even when descending the vale of the shadow of 
death, when, like a ship unmooring from its anchor, they 
are about to launch into a world of spirits, when eternity 
is bursting on their view, and when called to that 
solemn meeting, which every individual must onn day 
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l^ve with '-Him whose*eyea are as a flame of fire." Let 

fiiem wait for tliat "happj, lia.ppy how, when on burst- 

g the vail of mortality," and entering into the celestial 

pKradise, they Rhall find their infimtB in the bosom of 

who hath graciously said, "Of such is the kingdom 

f heaven." 

' ' A few abort years of evil past, 
We reach the happy ehore, 
Whore lieath-dividBd friends ait laist 
Shall meet to part no more."* 



■LITTIJi EDWARD.' 

Rev. EnwASD Ihvinc, London. 

■Vhoso studieth as I have done, and i-eflecteth as I 

K Juive sought to reflect, upon the first twelve miintha of 

ft child j whoso hath had such a child to look and 

Sect upon, as the Lord for fifteen months did blesa 

3 withal (whom I would not recall, if a wish could 

recall him, from tlie enjoyment and service of our dear 

Lord), will rather marvel how the growth of that 

wonderful creature, which put forth such a glorious 

hud of being, should come to be so cloaked by the 

flesh, cramped by the world, and cut short by Satan, 

As not to become a winged seraph ; will rather wonder 

Vtfut such a puny, heartless, feeble thing as manhood 

uld be the aborti ve fruit of the rich bud of childhood, 

1 think that childhood is an imperfect promise and 

g of the future man. And therefoi* it is that I 

Ivation. By David Ruii«eU,P.D.,Dnmlei'. Gl«"gow: 
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gi'udgeil not our iioble, lovely child, but rather do 
delight that aiich a seed should bloasom aud bear iii 
the kindly and kindred PamiE'se of my God. And 
why should not I speak of thee, my Edwai-d ! seeing it 
was in the season of thy sickness and death the Lord 
did reveal in me the knowledge and hope and desire of 
His Son from heaven ! Glorious exchange ! He took 
my son to His own more fatherly bosom, and revealed 
in my bosom the sure expectation and faitli of HLh 
own eternal Son ! Deai- season of my life I ever to be 
remembered, when I knew the sweetness and fmitfiil- 
ness of such joy and sorrow. 

The follo'U'ing is an extraot from a letter to Mrs. 
Irving, when on his solitary journey homeward, over 
themooTS, on foot, dated Annan, 18th October, 1825:— 

Here I waded the Yarrow at the foot of the locli, 
under the creaceut moon, whei's, finding a convenient 
roek beneath some overhanging branches which mooneil 
and aigh^ in the breeze, I aat me down, while thi- 
wind, sweeping, brought the waters of the loch to my 
feet ; and I paid my devotions to the Lord in Hia own 
ample and magnificent temple ; and sweet meditation!< 
wore afforded me of thee, our babe, and our departed 
boy. My soul was filled with sweetness. " I did not 
ask for a sign," as Colonel Biackatlder says; but when 
I looked up to the moon, as I came out from thi- 
eocleaia of the rock, she looked aa never a moon had 
looked before in ray eye, — as if she had been washed 
in dew, which, speedily clearing off, she looked sii 
bright and beautiful ; aiid, on the summit of the oppo- I 
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, a Huh bright star gleamed lyjoii we, like l/ir. 
ightj bright ej/e of our darling. O, how I wisheii 
B^ou Iiad been with, me to jiaituke the aweet aolBCRiuent 
K^ that moment !• 



GERMS OF IMMORTALITY. 

Rev. Dr. John Cummino, London. 
STiASiTV alone looks with sympathy on infants, 
Ipvea them more than angels, providea for tlieu' futuiu 
bte, and plants iai the sorrowing hearts of those whi> 
ta.Te loHt them bi-ight hopes of i-estored union and 
mmunioa in gloiy. Chiiatianity takes the infiiht 
3 to her mother-bosom, spreads over it the wami 
EWing of love, sprinkles on its bright brow waters flrom 
■ whose streams make glad the city of our 
Edod, and gives utterunce to the deep sympathies of her 
■Jwart in these woids, — " Suffer little children to come 
llSttto me, ajid forbid them not : for of such is the king- 
1 of heaven." Babes are not too insignificant in 
K thoughts. Her IncFLiTiate One controls the exalted 
ti beside the throne, and also stoops to teach and 
tB an orphan child. Never did He who spoke asnever 
n apake breathe amoi-e beautiful or touching thought, 
or bequeath to mourning mothere bereaved of their in- 
fants a more precious legacy, than when He rebuked the 
alem frowna which His disciples cast on the mothei-a 
b crowded round Him with their babes, and took 
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iiji the iiTiconscious infante in His arms, aiiJ blessed 
them, and said, " Suffer little children to comS imto 
ine, iind forbid them not: for of sucli is the kingdom of 
heaven." Whosoever may undervalue these germa of 
iiiimortaJity— these folded buds of pi-omise^these ten- 
jmta of earth in training for heaven — the Son of God 
•loea not. He spreads over them tlie shield of His 
]iower, and covers them with the feathers of His wing. 
He aaw immortality beam from their uountenancea — 
in their bosoms His ear heard the beatings of a life 
that can never die— and capacities which all the 
treasures of time and eai-th cannot (ill, disclosed them- 
Kelvea to the eye of Him to whom the most secret 
stracture of mind and body ia thoroughly unveiled. 
It ia relation to eternity that makes the feeblest strong, 
rtnd the smallest great." 

THE BLACKSMITH AND HIS WIFE AT ■' WEE 
DAVIE'S" COFFIN. 
Rev. Db, Normas Macleod, Glaboow. 
The little black coffin was brought to the smith's the 
night before the funeral. When the house was quiet, 
Davie wna laid in it gently by his fathei". Jeanie 
stood by and assumed the duty of arranging with care 
the white garments in which her boy was dressed, 
wrapping them round him, and adjusting the head as 
if to sleep in her own Ijosom. She bnished once more 

noy. By 
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the golden ruiglets, and ]>ut the little handa in their 
■ right place, and opened out the frilla in the cap, and 
moved everj particle of sawdust which' soiled tht- 
When all was finished, though she seemed 
►imxiouB to prolong the work, the lid was put on tho 
I ooffin, but 80 as t« leave the face uncovered. Botli 
:e as silent as their child. But ere tJiey retired t" 
b for the night, they inatinctively went to tahr 
I Ktother look. As they gazed in silence, side by itide, 
I the smith felt his hand gently seized by his wife. She 
layed at first nei-vous!y with the fingers, until finding 
hand held by her husband, she looked into his 
K&ce with an unutterable expi'cssion, and meeting IiIk 
Eeyes no full of unobtrusive sorrow, she leant her head 
a bis shoulder and said, " Willie, this is my last look 
' him on this aide the grave. But, Willie dear, you 
Esnd me maun see him again, and mind ye, no to ptJrt; 
F na, I canna thole that ! We ken whaur he is, and we 
I jttaim gang till him. Noo promise me — vow alang wi' 
■jne here, that as we love him and one anlther, we'll 
f attend muii' to what's ^id than we hae dune, that — - 
|0 Willie! forgie me, for it's no my pairt to apeat, but 
W-i canna help it enoo, and just, my bonnie man, just 
|iftgree wi' me — that we'll gie our hearts noo and for 
3ur aiu Saviour, and the Saviour rf our wet- 
I X^ftvie !" These words were uttered without ever lifting 
Llier head from her husband's shoulder, and in low, 
^4)n>keu accents, half choked with an inward struggle, 
nit without a tear. She wa» encouraged to say thia — 
r she had ti timid awe for her husband — by the pres- 
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sure cvei- and auou reUifned to hers from Ids liand,' 
The emith spoke not, but beat his head over his -wife, 
who felt his tears falling on her neclt, as he whispered, 
" Amenj Jeanie ! so help me, God!" A silence enaued, 
during which Jeanie got, as she said, "a gnde gree^" 
tor the first time, Ai^iicb took a weight off her heut.'j 
She then quietly kissed her child wid turned aw^- 
Thombum took the Land of his boy and said, " FareweH, 
Da-vie, and when you and me meet again, we'll baith, 
T tak' it, be a bit diiferent irae what we are this oicht ! 
He then put the lid on mechanically, turned one or 
two of the sci-ewH, and then sat down at the fireside to 
L'hat about the arrangements of thp funeral ae on a 
matter of business. 

After that, for the first time, William asked his wife 
to kneel down, and he woilid pi-ay before they retired 
to rest. Poor fellow ! he was sincere aa ever man was; 
and never after till the day of his death did he omit 
this "exercise," which once a day was universal in 
every family whose head was a member of the church ; 
and I hare known it continued by the widowwhen her 
head was taken away. But on this, the first night, 
when the smith tried to utter aloud the thoughts of 
his heart, he could only say "Oui' Father — !" Then, 
lie stopped. Something seemed to seize him, and to 
stop his utterance. Had he only known how much 
in these words, he possibly might have said more. 
it was, the thoughts of the father on earth so ming 
he knew not why, vntii those of the Father in hed' 
that he could not Kpenk. But he continued on hie 



i 



159 

i, and Bpoke ttere to God as if he had never spoken 

e. Jeanie did the same. After a while they 

1 rose, and Jeanie said, " Thank ye, Willie; it's a. 

MiiTtifn' beginning, and it wvdl, I'm sure, hae a hiav 

aidiag." " It's canld iron, Jeanie, woman," said th« 

"hat it wull melt and come a' rioht."" 



THE FLOWERS OF PARADISE. 
Rev. Dk, Thomas GtTHfuit, Emnbukuh. 
I ia greatly made up of little ehOdren — sweet 
(BdB that have never blown, or which death has pluokod 
a a mother's bosom to lay on his own cold breast> 
i when they were expanding, flower-like, from the 
' -sheath, and opening theii- engaging beauties in the 
bndding time and spring of life. " Of such is the 
kingdom of heaven." How soothing these words by 
the cradle of a dying infant ! They fail lite bal m drops 
•jn our bleeding heart, when we watah the ebbing of 
that young life, as wave after wave breaks feebler, and 
the sinking breath gets lower and lower, till with a 
gentle sigh, and a passing quiver of the lip, our sweet 
■■Jiild leaves its body lying like an angel asleep, and 
ascends to the beatitudes of heaven and tlie bosom of 
its God. Perhaps God does with His heavenly garden. 
as we do with our own. He may chiefly stock it from 
the nurseries, and select for transplanting what is yet in 
! young and tender age^flowera before they have 



[>omed, and trees ere they begin to bear. 
"Good Wonis" for Fabmary, 1 



IjODclon: Alexander 
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THl': INTELLIGENCE OF A QLORIFED INIAN 

Rev, Dh. Alexander EYbtcbbh, Londok. 
Has it never struck you, my friend — the glorious change 
which is e&euted upon the mind of a.n infant, the moment 
ito disembodied spirit ia admitted among the holy and 
intelligent citizens of the new Jeruaalem T I have often 
thought of it with surprise and delight. In one instant, 
there is a greater influx, a greater communication of 
l^ht into its glorified understanding, than all tin- 
accomulated light which glowed with splendour for 
many years, in the mind of tie greatest philosopher, 
who has added lustre to his country, to his species, to 
the world. All the experienced Christians and divines 
whom that dear babe has left behind it, ai-e as much 
behind it in the degree of their knowledge, and in the 
enlwgement of their capacity, as they are behind it in 
place. Heaven does not exceed this world more in it» 
grandeur and glory, than this glorified infimt does the 
greatest, the wisest, und the best of human beings, living 
in this vale of tears. O, how much this should recon- 
cile pious parents to the departure of their dear babei; 
from a world of ignorance and of suffering, to a land of 
unclouded intelligence and unceasing enjoyment. 



HEAVENLY RELATIONSHIP. H 

Eev. p. B. Power, M.A, Kent. ^ 

Ui!:MEHBt:K, poor mourner, that the child that hath 
left thy home hath found another home. Thy little 
one is not homeless : doth not that thought in itself a 
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tpDur oil and balm ujion tliy lieai-t '( Think no moif 
tltf the i»oIatioa aad loaeliueBs of the bodj''s grave, but 
the companionship and joyousness of thi' 
L iprit's home. Life, love, joy, wai-mth, all cluater 
r liiemBelTes about the name of home, — let them dustei 
L in. thy thoughts avound thy child who is at home. 
[ irfiat loving care and thought were spent ujwn thy 

le! and oh, bitter grief ! thou canst spend them 
more ; the departed one is out of the reach of 

istry ; tliat thou canat no longer do anythinp; 
^&a it is part of thy bitter woe. But think ! 

" Thy flower hath faiind a, home witb Odc, 
Who well its value knowB.'' 

■ A voice softer than thine whispers to it, hands 
more gentle than tliine minister to it, eyes more 
loving tlkan thine look upon it; if thou loveat aa ii 
parent should love, be content to be outdone ; thou art 
conquered in life's strife only by beings of another 
world, and thy child reapeth the victory of thy defeat; 
thou Tvouldst have done much for it had it lived— thej' 
do more now that it is dead ; thou woiildst have set 
great price upon it had it tanied with tlice here — ti 
price far greater still is set upon it hy Him that lias 
tAken it to Himself.* 



THE SOREOWING MOTHElt- 

Kev. Dr. Octavius WiNaLow, Bbiihtun. 

[ Sorrowing Mother/ " It is well " with the child. The 

lit has returned to God who gave it, and now com- 

• The Lost Sunbeaui. By Eev. P. B. Power. M.A., London : 
[Jriin F. Shaw k Co, 
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munes with its Ci'ea.tor, of wlioBe greatiieBS, and wisdooi, 
iind glory it knows iafinite]y more than the profoimd- 
est philosopher or the holiest divine. It is safer and 
happierwithitsFatherinheaven than with you on earth. 
And who can tell from what evil it is taken, and from 
what bitter angnish you are pi-eaerved,- — anguish greater 
in his life than now rings your heart in his death ! He 
iagonewhereinnocencehasnostiareSjwhei'e there exist 
no temptations to beguile, and where no foes invade. 
Tour child may have stolen your heart from Jesus, 
who did not intend that His precious gift should biii> 
plant Himself in your love. It la well with him: and 
ia it not well with youl The vacant place is occnpied 
with a sympathising Saviour — the stricken heart turns 
to Him who smote it— and the ensnared and truant 
affections, severed fi-om the idol they had worshipped, 
find their way back again to God. It is well that your 
heavenly Father has dealt with you thus. It is well 
that He condescends to instruct you, though it be by 
chastening, and to heal yoiu' heart wanderings, though 
it be by suffering. Twice gracious has thy God been 
to thee — gracious when he lent tie blessing — a little 
flower to gladden you awhile with its presence, and now 
to cheer you with its memory — and gracious in taking 
it away, transplanting it to a holier soil and sunnier 
skies, beneath whose influence its infantine faculties 
and young afTections have expanded and ripened into 
moi-e than an angel's intellect and a seraph's love. " It 
is well with the child." 
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THE FADED FLOWER. 
Rev. John Jameson, Methves, PERTHsmnf:, 

yo quickly, so lightly, and so placidly passed she, that 
t;re we had the coui'age to think she was going, already 
she was not. With all the simplicity of an infant, she 
had said to her mother, the day befoi* she fell ill, that 
she was going to die. Just &b she was depai-ting, she 
i-evived for a moment, gathered strength, and throwing 
one full look of kindness on her trembling parent, 
breathed her last. "That look," s^d her mother to 
ine, " I can never forget ; that look was all the portion 
she had to bequeiith ; and tliat look now lifts me up." 
There was something very fine in the scene. Little 
.rohnnie, heedless of hia own giief — and he, too, had 
l>een crying bitterly ^ — when he beheld hia mother 
weeping, sprung to her, clasped her in his arms, 

^Lfliifiped her with all his gentleness, and kissed the 

^Bnis &om her cheeks. 

^^ This world of ours, my dear Mary, is just a gi-een- 
honae, where there are flowers of every standing. 
Those, generally, of a commoner and lowlier sort hang 
long, ajid from month to month, unfading still, deal 
out, with unchanging hue, their daily meed of fragrance 
— it may be, little felt and Uttle noticed; but still they 
are there. ThoBe, again, of grander flowering, with 
their bright and deliciitfi and sparkling beauty, which 
rivets oui" gaze, soon, right soon, alas ! fade away. 
There is a flower, they tell us, the most esquidte of 
I all that blosBoiiis, which blooms during night, as if day 
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wei-e too strong for the delicacy of its sweetnL'SS. 
aucli haate ia it to be gone, that in the self-aanie hour 
in which it opens und spreads its loveliness, it sheds it. 
and its leaf falls off. The gardener alone, curious and 
deeply iutei-ested, who has snt up and watched to see, 
baa catched and felt the pleasure of the paaaing sigtt. 
Your little Maggie wiis such a flower. Why should 
WB think it strange when the flower is faded 1 — " tke 
Spiiit of the Loitl hlowetli upon it" The flower has 
iivetl its own, its ajipointed time; and could tarry no 
longer, by no means. A child may cry when its lovely 
Bower ia gone; fiir ottei-wiie the gardenei' himself, — 
he ia satisfied, nay, is i]iiite delighted, that ever such a 
flower WHS his.* 



THE MOTHER'S "MUTE DOVE. ^ 

Rbt. Da.JoHN Krrro, LotmoN. 
When [referring to the death of the widow of Zare- 
phath's only son] we behold that a child so dear 

. . "Lilie a flowei* cruelit witli H blast u dead. 
And ere full time lianga down bis amilmg head," 

how many sweet interests in life, how many hope» fur -, 
the time to come, go down to the dust with him ! The 
purest and moat heart-fett enjoyment which life oflers 
to a mother in the society of her little child, is cut oH' 
for ever. The Lope — the mother's hope, of gi«at and 
good things to come fi-om this her son, is lost for her. 
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" The live eoiil that was left," auJ which she had veck. 
oned tliat time would raise to a cheerful flame, to waiin 
her home, and to presei-re and Ulnatrate the name and 
memory of hia dead father, is gone out — is qusnched 
in darkness. The ai-ma which so often clung careBBingly 
aTovind het, and whose future strength promised to be 
iis it staff' to her old age, ftre atiif in death. The eyes 
which glistened bo lovingly when ahe came near, now 
know her not. The little tongue, whose guileless prat* 
tie had made the long days of her bereavement short, 
is now silent as that of the " mute dove." Alaa ! alas ! 
that it should ever be a mother's lot to close in death 
the eyes of one whose pioiLS dnty, if spai'ed, should be 
ill future years to pi'esa down her own eyelids. Thia 
in one of the great mysteries of life, to be solved only 
thoroughly, only fidly to oar satisfaction, in that day, 
when passing oureelves the gates of light, we behold 
all our lost ones gather ai-ound our feet.* 



I A HEBKEW STORY. 

K Kev. Alex. B. Gwj.'wht, Blackburn. 

ft GATHER up what I have submitted thus far, by 
tfilling au old Hebrew story. — Kablji Metr- — so it runs 
— Bat during the whole of one Sabbath-day in the 
public school, and instructed the people. During his 

[.^^wenoe from home, his two boys, both of them of 
Dommon beauty, iliej. His wife, their mother, bore 
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them to her cLamber, laid them ujwd the t 
hed, and eproad a white covering over their bodies. 
Towards evening. Rabbi Meir came home. " Where 
are my beloved sons," lie asked, " that I may give them 
my blessing I" "They ai'6 gone to the acliool," was 
the answer. '' 1 repeatedly looked round the school," 
he replied, " and I did not see them there." She 
reached him a goblet ; he praised tlie Lord at the going 
out of the Sabhath, di-auk, and again asked, " Where 
are my boys, that they may drink of the cup of bless- 
ing V " They will not be far off," she said, and placed 
food before him, that he might eat. He was in a 
gladsome and genial niood; and when he had said 
grace after the meal, she tiiiis addressed him ; " Rabbi. 
witli thy permission I would fain propose to thee out- 
question." "Ask it then, my love 1" he replied. "A 
few days ago, a person entrusted sc^mG jewels to my 
custody, and now he demands them again : should I 
give them back again 1" "This is a question," said 
Rabbi Meir, which my wife should not have thought: 
it necessary to ask. What ! wouldst thou hesitate or 
be reluctant to restore to every one his own V " No," 
she replied, " but yet 1 thought it best not to restore 
them without acquainting thee therewith." She then 
led him to theii- chamber, and, stepping to the bed, 
took the white covering from their hodies. " Aji ! 
my boys, my boys ! " thus loudly lamented the father ; 
"my boys! the liglit of mine eyes!" The mothei' 
turned away and wept. At length she took her hu.'-- 
band by the hand, and sai.!. "Rabbi, didst thou not 
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e tliat we lanat not be reluctant to restore tliat 
' -which was entiiistod to ouv keeping? See, the Lord 
gave, the Lord htitli taken away, and blessed be the 
name of the Loi-d !" " Blessed be the name of the 
Lord!" answered Rabbi Meu\ It is well for be- 
reaved parents to say, with Rabbi Meir, under theii' 
loss, " Blessed bo the name of the Lord."''' 



PTHE LILIES GATHE,RED. 
RBV. EBBNEZER EbSKINE, STII!l,i»i:. 

Upon the 7th day of Deoember, ray dear, aweet, and 
pleasant child, Isabel Erakine, died. I got fi'eedoni 
during her sickness, particularly the same forenoon, 
before she died, to present her before the Lord, and 
to plead His covenant on her b«lialf. The Lord enabled 
me to quit her fi-eely to Ham, on this account, that 
He had a far better title to her than I. She wap 
mine, only as lior earthly father, she is His by creation, 
preservation, by dedication to Him in baptism, and His 
also, I hope, by covenant and redemption, and tlierefore, 
I am persuaded, she is now His by glorification ; and 
that she is with tlie Lord Jesus, and with her dear 
mother, triumphing with GotI in glory. I had a parid- 
r affection for the child, and doted but too much 
a her, because she wus the likeat her mother of any 

ff the children, both as to her countenance and humour. 

hit I see that the Lord will not allow me to have any 
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idolfi, but will Jiave the whole of my heait to Himself. 
And, Lord, let it be so ! Amen, and amen. She died 
pleasantly, without ajiy visible pang or tliroe ; Let booI^, 
I hope, being canied by angels into Abraham's bosom,, 
and her body buried by her mother's aide in her brothel's 
grave. I take it kindly that the Lord conies to my 
lamily to gather lilies wherewith to garnish the upper 
sanctuary! "for of suchisthekingdom of heaven," And 
oh, it sometimes affords me a pleasing pix)spect, to think 
T have so much pleniskinffia. heaven before me; and that, 
when 1 enter the gates of glory, I shall not only be 
welcomed by the whole general assembly of saints and 
:ingelB, but that my wife and four pleasant babes will, 
in a pai-ticular manner, welcome me to those r^ons 
of glory, and that I shall join in the halleliijalia of the. 
Higher House, which shall never have an end. 

CHILDEEN BEFORE THE THRONE. 
Ebv. Thomas Boston, Ettrick. 
f HAT) your letter of May, 1T2G, with the affecting 
;vcoount of your loss of a dear child. I travelled that 
gloomy road six times, and teamed that God has other 
\ise for children than our comfort, an msb far more 
honourable and happy for them ; and the parents come 
to see afterwards, that it is a peculiar kindness to the 
poor babes they were so early carried off. It likewise 
.wrves to let into that Word in particular, in its sweet- 
ness, " I will be thy God, and the God of thy seed,'" 
while parents ni-e tflken »]■ for the salration of their 
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Ldyiug little ones, and look about to see what the Word 

i with relation to the case, do not gindge the 

eedoni the Lord has used with you, ia pitching upon 

■I precious thing for Himself, and taking it away. Both 

C you have offered your all to the Lord; and though, 

igrheD it comes to the pinch, the heart is ready to mis- 

; yet in calm blood I am sure you will stand to the 

ftin, and check yourselves for any semblance of 

t repenting. The next time you see your child, yon 

I will see him shining white in gi^Jry, having been 

^washed in the blood of the Lamb, who was an infant, 

i child, a boy, a youth, aa well as a, grown man ; 

cause He became a Saviour of infants and little 

, aa well as of persona come at age, 

LITTLE C^KLLS OF FELICITY. 

Jkhejiy Tavlok. 

I fiKHOVE thy thoughts back to those days in which thy 

I chUd was not boiit, and you now but as you were then, 

and there is no difference, but that you bad a son bom : 

I and if you reckon that (birth) for evil, you are un- 

Ijitliankful for the blessing; if it be good, it ta better 

itit you had the blessing for awhile than not at all. 

f we have gi'eat reason to complain of the calamities 

ind evils of our life, then we have the less reason to 

I that those whom we loved have so small a 

I** portion of evil asiugned to them. And it is no small 

I advantage which our children dying young receive: for 

I their condition of a blessed immortalitv is i-endei^ed to 
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tliem secure, liy being aniitehed from the dangers of att4 
evil cioice, and carried to their little cells o 
where they can weep no moi-e. And this the wiaeat 
of the Glentiloa understood well, when they forbade any 
offerings or libationa to be made for dead infants, aa 
Twas UBual for their other dead ; as believing they were 
entered into a secure possession ; to which they were 
admitted with no other comlition, but that they passed 
into it through the way of mortality, and for a few 
months wore an uneasy garment : and let weeping 
parents say, if they do not think that tlie evils their 
little babes have suffered are sufficient. If they be, 
why are they troubled that they were ttien ftxim 
those many and greater, which in succeeding years 
are gi-eat enough to try all the reason and religion 
which art and nature and the grace of God have pro- 
duced in us, to strengthen ua for such sad contentions '! 
— And possibly we may doubt concerning men and 
women; but we cunnot suspect that to infants death 
ean be sudi au evil, but that it brings to them mucli 
more good than it takes from them in this life. 



THE GRAVE A WARDROBK. 
Mattheiv Hesev. 
Blessed be God for the covenant of grace with me' 
and mine, it is well ordered in all things and 
that I could learn to comfort others with the same 
comforts with which, I trust, I am comforted of my 
God ! This comes nenr, but l^i'd I submit ! I am 
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1 i-efreshed witii 2 KiiigH iv. 36. "la it well wltb 
] is it well with thy husband ? is it well with the 
chUdI and she answered, It ia well." Aithoiigli I 
part with so dear a child, yet I have no reason to say 
otherwise but that it ia well with us, and well with 
the child, for all ia well that God doeth ; He performeth 
the thing that He appointed for me, and His appoint- 
ment of this pixividenoe is in pnrBnance of His 
ftppointmeat of me to glory, to make me meet for it. 
After the funeral he thus wi-ites : "I have been thia 
day doing a work that I never did, burying a child. 
A sad day's work ; but niy good friend Mr. Lawrence 
preached very seasonably and excellently in the after- 
noon, from Psalm xxxix. 9. ' I was dumb, I opened 
not my mouth; because Thou didst it.' My friends 
testified their kindness by their presence, l/ere is note 
It pretty little garment laid up in llie vanlrobe of thr 
grave, to he loom again nt the resv/rrection : Blessed bi- 
God for this hope !" 

THE BLOOM F.U-LINO INTO CHBISTS I,AI'. 



In a letter, dated St, Andrews, October, 1040, on tho 
death of a friend's child, Rutherford, one of Scotland's 
most valiant witness-hearere thus tenderly wiites : — If 
our Lord hath taken away your cUild, your lease of 
him is expired ; and seeing Christ would want him no 
longer, it ia your part to hold your peace, and worahi]! 
I adore the tovereisjnty nnd liberty that the Pc 
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hath over Uie ciay aiwl pieces of clay-uotliings, that I 
gave life unto. Ami what is nuui, lo call aud summon 
the Almighty to liia lower court down hero ? For He 
giveth account of none of His doings. And if you will 
t.ahe a loan of a child, aud give him back again to our 
Lord, smiling as His Iwrrowed goods be returned to 
Him, believe hq is not gone away, but sent before; and 
that the change of the country should make you think, 
he ia not lost to you who is found to Christ ; and that 
he ie now before you, anci that the dead in Christ shall 
be raised again. A going-down star is not annihilated, 
but shall appear again. If he hath cast his bloom and 
dower, the bloom ia fallen in heaven in Chi-iat's lap ; 
:md as he was lent a while to time, ho is he given now 
to eternity, which will take yourself; and the difference 
of your shipping and liis to heaven and Christ's shore, 
the land of life, is only in some few yeai-s, which 
iveareth e^ery day ehorter; and some short and soon- 
VBckoned summers will give you a meeting with him. 
But what — with kivi,? Nay, with better company' 
with the Gliief and Leader of the heavenly ti-oops, that 
are riding on white horaes, that are triumphing ia glory. 

llAltTHLY COMFORTS A LOAN— NOT A GIFT. 

Rev. Jobs Newton. 
We often complain of our losses, but the expression 
U rather improper. Strictly speaking, we can lose 
nothing, because we have no real property in anything. 
I lur earthly comforts are lent ua, and wlien recalled, 
we ought to rptum and resign them with thankfulness 
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0OSSOU.TION. 



a Hiiu who lifls let theni rea 
' That is B, sweety instructive, and important [jaasage iii 
Uie 12th cliapter of Hebrews, veraes 5-11. It is (wi 
plaio that it needs no comment ; so full, tlmt a owu- 
ment would but weaken it. May the Lord inscribe it 
upon your heart ! " Ye have forgotten the exhorta- 
tion which speaketh unto you as unto children. My 
son, despise not tjiou the chastening of the Lord, nor 
faint when thou art rebuked of Hira ; for whom the 
Lord lovetli He chastenetli, and scourgeth every son 
whom He receiveth. If ye endure chastening, Grod 
dealeth with you as with sons; for what son is he 
whfun the father chasteneth not? But if ye be with- 
out chastisement, whereof all are ]tartakers, then are 
ye bastards, and not sons. Furthermore, we have had 
fathers of our flesh which corrected ua, anil we gave 
them reverence ; sliall w^e not much rather be in sub- 
jection unto the Father of spb'ita, and live ? For they 
verily for a few days chastened ua after their own 
pleasure ; hut He for our profit, that we might hv 
partakers of HLi holiness. Now no chastening for the 
present seemeth to he joyous, but grievous ; neverthe- 
leffi afterward it yieldeth the peaceable fruit of i-jght- 
Bousness unto them which ai-e exercised therebv." 



CHEIST BLESSING LITTLE CHILDREN. 

Rev. Dr. John Brown, Edinbdbch. 

Let us conaidei- that most delightful incident [■eooi'ded 

by thi-ee iif the evangelists. "They brought young 

cbiidi-en to Jesus that he should toucli theni, luid 
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JiBciiiles rebuked tliose who brought them. But when 
-Jeeiui Bnw it, he was muck displeased, aud said unto 
them, " Suffer the little children to come unto me, and 
forbid tJiem not, for of sucU is the kingdoni of God: and 
he took them up in hia arms, put his hands on them, and 
bleaseJ them." I will not dogmatize as to the precise 
meaning of a passage, which admits of more than one 
interpretation, but I will say, in the cautious language 
of John Newton, " I think it at least highly probable 
that in these words our Loi-d does not only, if at all, 
here intimate the necessity of our becoming as little 
children in simplicity, as a qnalification without which 
(as He expressly declares in other places) we cannot 
enter into His kingdom, but informs us of a fact, that 
the number of infants who ai-e effectually redeemed to 
(rod by His blood, so greatly exceeds the aggregate of 
adult believers, that, comparatively. His kingilom may 
be said to consist of little children." 



THE LITTLE ONES. 
Rev. Dr. Georoe Lawsok, Selkirk. 
What God does must be well done. " All hia woi 
iire judgment." Lord, I bow to Thy holy will But 
Thou encouragest me to plead for mercy to the soul of 
my Charlotte, when her body is drawing near to the 
gates of tlie grave. I bring my little child to the 
gradous Bedeemer, that He may bless her with tie 
blestangs of the kingdom of God. 

He laid His hands on the little children. 
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CONSOLATIOK. 

How happy would the pai*enta of these little 
hildren be, if they knew who Jesus waa ! I ought to 
"■ better who Jesus is, and I know, " whatsoever 
1 written aforetime, wiis written for our loaming, 
lat we, through patience and comfort of tlie Scriptures, 
t Lave Lope." This story concerning the little 
lildren, was written for the learning especially of 
rents, that they might have comfort and hope in the 
a. the death of these little ones, whom Qod has 
labled them to commit into tLe hands of the gracious 

a still near enough to me, if I can but believe - 

lame. He came to the eai-th to bless. He 

jwent into heaven to bleaa men — to bless babes as well 

L persons. Out of the mouths of babes and 

Imieklinga he perfected praise, when he went to Jerusa- 

a to die for us ; out of the mouths of them that died 

Habes, praise shall be still better perfected in the world 

■of praise. 



DEATH OF WILLIE. 

'UE following is an extract from a letter addressed to 

, Dr. John Macfarlane, on the death of Lis fine 

boy, by the Kev. Dr. William Symington, Glasgow : — 

You know the sources of comfort, and I trust that 

! Spirit of ])romise will open them fully to your 

Ueeding hearts, and enable you both to drink abund- 

When Christ clrawg, it is not for us to hold, 

the Beloved cornea down to His aaiilen to 
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" gather lilies," it is not foi' ua to tind fault witli 
when He fixes on those which are not fully blown. 
There ia another clime in which they will unfold all 
their beauties, and exhale all their BweetnesB. Witli 
the words, full of consolation to the bereaved parent, 
before ua, — -"Suffer the little children to come unte 
me, and forbid tliera not : for of euch is the kingdom 
of God," we ought to be able to say, — " The Lord 
gave, and the Lord hath taken away ; bleafled be 
name of the Lord." 



A MOTHER COMI'ORTED. 
Hev. Db. John Mobbison, Lokboh. 
How good and mereiful are God's concealments' He 
will not iliaolose to us the painful future, becau^ wi 
could not bear it, and because He means, in all oui' 
hidden trials, with a Father's love to sustain and cheei- 
us. And so it will be, my dear Madam witli you. 
He bestowed on you that precious gift, which you so 
much valued ; and now that He has seen fit, in 
inscrutable wisdom, to resume His own gift, He will 
prove to you that, in His own uncliangeable and ever- 
lasting love. He will make up the sad loss by filling 
your heart with the aweet sense of Tfia loving-kindnes.-* 
and tender mercy. It isall well — aupremely well — with 
the dear child. Your sympathising Redeemer has takeii 
him into Hia own bosom, and he is safe for ever from 
the ills to which he would have been exposed in thi.s 
sinful and son-owiiig world. Hereafter he will welcome 
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I hialoTuig, though no'w afflicted pareata, into everlasting 
liabitationB ; and though, he hath a father on earth, and 
a Father in Heaven, ytm will be his only I'ecognised 
mother to all eternity. May God be with you, to 
poor His own balm into your wounded heart I anil 

L enable you to say, " It ia well." 



A BUD OF EEAUIY. 

EbV. EoBBRT H4LL. 

[ IThib eloquent divine, ia speaking of the death of his 

I Bttle boy, says, " God dries up the chanuela, that you 

may he haply compelled to plunge into an infinite 

* ocean of happiness: Blissful thought! Father, mother, 

L . you who mourn over the grave of your little one, look 

k iqi ! know that the chastening rod is in your heavenly 

EiFather's hand, and that if He hath taken away. He 

It did give, and He doeth all things well. He gave 

you the bod of beauty, and you centred your happiness 

in its being. He saw that this was not for your good, 

so He took away the child, whose presence had been 

as a leaping, spai-kllng streamlet to your heart's love. 

that that heart, which had before tasted of eaithly, 

might be loat in the immensity of heavenly love. 

It ia a very solemn consideration, that a part of 
myself is in eternity, in the presence, I trust, of thi' 
Saviour. How awfiil will it be, should the branch 1ri 
uved and the stock perish. 



BETTER TO BE WITH CHRIST. 

RBV. Dr. DOCDRIDGB. 

Could I wish that this yoimg inhabitant of hoaTen 
should te degraded to earth againT Or would it thank 
ine for that wish 1 Would it say that it was the part 
of a wise parent to call it down from a sphere of such 
exalted servicea and pleasures to our low life here upon 
earth 1 Let me rather be thankful for the pleaeing 
hope, that though God lovea my child too well to per- 
mit it to return to me, He will ere long bring me to it. 
And then, that endeared parental affection, which would 
have been a cord to tie me to earth, and have added 
new pangs to my removal from it, will be as a golden 
chain to draw me upwards, and add one farther charm 
and joy oven to Paradise itself. And oh, how great a, 
joy to view the change, and to compare that dear idea, 
so fondly laid up, so often reviewed, with the now 
glorious original, in the improvement of the upper 
world ! Was this my desolation, this my sorrow, to 
part with thee for a few days, that I might receive 
thee for ever, and find thee what thou art? It is for no 
language but that of heaven to describe the sacred joy 
which such a meeting must occasion ! 

'■ Lord !" should each of us Bay in such a case, " I 
would take what Thou art doing to my child as done to 
myself ; and as a specimen and earnest of what shall 
shortly be done." Jl is therefore loell. 



OOSBOLAITIOS. 



VICIORY WITHOUT CONFLICT. 
Rbv. J*mks Hekvby, a.m. 
ZOniier ■white stone, emblem of the innocence it covers, 
informs the beholder of one who breathed out its 
tender aoul almost in the instant of receiving it. 
There the peaceful infant, without so much as know- 
ing what labour and vexation mean, "lies still and is 
tjuiet ; it aleeps and ib at rest." Staying only to wash 
away its native impurity in the laver of regeneration, 
it bade a, speedy adieu to time and terrestrial things. 
Happy voyager ! no sooner launched than arrived at 
.the haven ! 



" Happy the babe, who, privileg'd by fate 
To shorter labour, and a lighter weight, 
Receiv'd but yeaterday the gift of hreatb. 
Order'd to-morrow to retorn to death." 



» Consider this, ye mourning parents, and dry up 
or tcara. Why should you lament that your little 
ones are crowned with victory before the sword is 
drawn, or the conflict begun. Perhaps the Supreme 
DiBposer of events foi-eaaw some inevitable snare of 
temptation forming, or some dreadful storm of adversity 
impending. And why should you be so dissatisfied 
with that kind precaution, which housed your pleasant 
plant, and removed into shelter a tender flower, before 
the thunders roated, before the lightnings flew, before 
the tempest poured its rt^o^ O remember! they are 
■ sot lost, but "taken away fi'om the evil to come." 




A gentleman's gardener had a darling child, in T9-]iom,J 
Ilia affeetious seemed to be centred. The Lozd. haikm 
His hand upon the babe^it sickened and died. The 
father was disconsolate, and mitrmured at the dealings 
of Providence. 

The gardener had in one of his flower-beds a 
favourite i-ose. It was the faireab flower he had ever 
seen on the tree, and he daily nnaj'ked its growing 
beauty, intending, when it was full lilown, to send it to 
his master's mansioii. One morning it was gone — some 
one had plucked it. Morti£ed at what he thought 
was the improper conduct of one of the servants, he 
endeavoured to find out the culprit. He was, howevei', 
much surprised to find that it was hia master, who, 
on walking through the garden, had been attractetl 
by the beauty of the rose, and, plucking it, had carried 
it to one of the beautiful rooms in the hall. Tlie 
gardener's auger was changed into pleaaui'c. He felt 
reconciled when he heard that his master had thought 
the flower woi-thy of such special notice. 

"Ah, Richai-d !" said the gentleman, "you can 
gladly give up the rose, because I thought it worthy 
of a place in my house. And will you repine because 
yovir heavenly Father haa thought wise to remove 
your child from a world of sin, t« be with Himself in 
heaven !" 



COBBOLATION. 



THE CBOWN OF LIFE. 
Ebt. RioHiBD Cecil. 



; PERCEIVE I did not know how much 






life 1 



bound up in the life of a creature. When she went^ 
nothing seemed left me ; one ia not, aud the rest seem 
a few thin and scattei-ed remains. And yet Low much 
hett«r for my lamb to he suddenly housed— to slip 
imexpectedly into the fold to which I was conducting 
her, than remain exposed here; perliapa hecome a victim. 
1 cried, "O Lord, spare my child !" He did ; but not 
&s I meant ; He snatched it ft-om diuiger, and took it 
to His own home. — Part of myself is already gone to 
Thee : help what remains to follow ! 

He who removed our infant has seemed to say, 
" "What I do thou knoweat not now, but thou shalt 
know hereafter; patiently suffer this little one to com- 
unto me, for of such is my kingdom composed Verily, 
I say unto you, their angela do always beliold the face 
of my Father. If I take away your cliild, I bike it 
away to Myself" Isnot this infinitely beyond anything 
you could do for it 1 Could you say to it, if it had 
lived, thou ahalt "weep no more, the days of thy 
mourning are ended!" Could you show it anything 
in this world like "the gloiy of God and of the Lamb) 
( Could you raise it to any Lonour here like "receiving 
S crown of life?" 
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GONE TO SLEEP. 

ArPHBIBHOP LErOHTON. 

Indeed, it was a sharp stroke of a pen that told i 
your prettj Johnny weis dead. Sweet thing ! and is he " 
BO quickly laid asleep) Happy he ! Though we shall 
have no more the pleasure of his lisping and laughing, 
he shall have no more the pain of crying, nor being 
sick, nor of dying; and hath wholly escaped the troubles 
of Bchooling, and all other Bufferings of boys, and the 
riper and deeper griefe of riper years; this poor life being 
all along nothing but a linked chain of many hoitows 
. and majiy deaths. Tell my dear sister she is now much 
more akin to the other world ; and this will he quickly 
passed by us all. John has but gone an hour'or two 
sooner to bed, as children used to do, and we are un- 
dressing to follow. And the more we put off the love 
of this present world, and all things superfluous before- 
hand, we shall have the less to do when we lie down. 



JOHN FLAVEL ON DEPARTED CHILDREN.-^ 

God may have taken the lamented objects of jont ' 
affection from the evil to come. When extraordinary 
calamities ai'e coming on the world. He frequently 
hides some of His feebler children in the grave. 
Surely, at such a portentoas period, it is happier foi- 
anch as are prepared to be lodged in that peaceful 
mansion, than to be exposed to calamities and distresse^t 



THE GLOEY OF DEPARTED INFANTS. 
(Feom the Ediubuhoh Ceeistian Instrdctoei, Dki;. 1817.) 
There is scarce a dwelling into which we can enter, 
but if we apeak of the death of children, the starting 
tear will t«ll ub that from it some are gone, that the 
flower of beauty opened but to perish, and that the 
heart doated on it only to bleed in disappointment and 
sorrow. " Thus saitb the Lord, Refi-ain tby voice 
from weeping, and thine eyes from tears ; for thy work 
shall be rewarded, ealth the Lord, and thy children 
shall come again from the land of the enemy." Jer. 
xxxi. 16. 

You are saying, "had my children glorified God. 
this might be expected ; I might have hope for their 
i-esurrection hud that tongue sung his praise, and these 
hands been lifted up in His name ;" but in them He has 
been honoured, though you have neither seen nor 
known it ; and it will be more gratifying to His benevo- 
lence to restore them to you than to grant them at first. 
He who would not pennit the disciples to keep back 
infants from His arms, will not suffer death to detain 
in the grave the babes He has destined for His bosom. 
To rescue them Ho will be the plague of death and the 
destruction of the grave, and they who sung not this 
song before they went to it, ahali exclaim as they arise. 
" O grave, where is thy victory !" But is this all the 
triumph of departed infants over the last enemy, and 
bim that had the power of death 1 The spirit, soaring 
to glory, is more than a conqueror. The lisping babe 
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WOSOe OF COMFORT. 



has been qualified for the Bong of the Lamb, an 
the melody that soothed it to rest, it ia gone t 
unthemB of the blessed, in -which it ■will bear its part 
in ever-living rapture, Satan hath exulted in the blasted 
beauty and the early graves of infanta, but God has 
confounded his boastings by clothing them with im- 
mortality and perfection, and by raising them to fairer 
loveliness and sweeter felicity than earth can admit o£. 
The flower, over which the wind passed, ia blo! 
in heaven in fi-agrance and beauty, which the fondest, 
workinga of fancy could not conceive, and surely itii 
safer there than under this inclement sky. Thy babs 
is reposing in the arms of infinite love; JesuarejoioeB' 
in its opening excellences, and so mayest thou in faith. ' 
and hope. The early death of infants has suggested to' 
tlie heart sunk in depair, as well as raised from t 
lipa of the caviller the expostidation, " why hath QoA' 
made aayof Hiaci-eaturesin vain)" But in their traat 
latioD to glory, this dark dispensation is cleared tqi^. 
iind the merits of the second Adam are delightfid}^ 
illustrated. 
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COMFORT FOR MOURNERS IN GENERAL. 



THE SAVIOUR'S SYMPATHY WITH THE ' 
AFFLICTED. 
Ekv. Db. John B.ujib, GLisoow. 
is in the period uf Buffering and bereavemeat tliat 
i Bool is brouglit into nearer contact witli God, and 
B Him, not from wlja.t it believes, but &-oni what 
; enjoys — not fi-om what it has been taught, but 
what it has experienced. We ai'e all aware 
^that oui- Lord is named the " Man of Soitows," and 
B are taught that He ia " touched with the feeling of 
ir infirmitiea;" but we do not adequately comprehend 
W&e truth, till, under the pi-esBure of infirmity, we enjoy 
■jHos flympathy ; and then we can Bay, Now we know 
it, for we have felt it. There in truly a sublime mean- 
ing in the words which He spoke to Martha, " I am 
the Kesurraction and tlie Life;" but only thoae 
circumstanced as she was — the grave having closed 
over her brother — caji really enter into their nobility 
I and triumph. He who has never felt the pang or 
olation of bereavement — whose henrt hna never 
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been pierced by the bai'bed and mortal shaft — who h 
never gazed on the corpse of parent, brother, or child, 
and seen it closed up from Tiew— who has never made 
one of the group of weeping mournera that stand, in 
inexpressible aolenmity, by the grave, and feel a sad 
sinking of heart as they leave behind them, in dust and 
darkneas, that form which they shall not aee again till 
Christ descend and the trumpet sound — anch a seaith- 
less and untried believer cannot, though he would, 
unfold to himself the sweetness and comfort of the 
saying, " I am the Resurrection and the Life." Theiw 
is no Christian heart that does not hold by the pledge, 
" My grace is sufficient for thee ;" but it is only when 
" weakness " overpowers it, that it can really find that 
His "strength is made perfect." Without affliction, 
the purest and closest knowledge of God could never 
be acquired; a vail would still seem to lie upon Him. 
The glory that surrounds TTim might dazzle aa; but 
we should still be coiapai'atiTe strangera to the tender- 
ness and love of His heart. StUl at a distance from 
Him, we wotdd indeed trust Him; but when He lays 
Hia hand upon us and brings us nearer Him, then do 
we acquaint oiu-selvea with Hia loving-kin ilnesa, no 
longer by report, but by taating it You may have 
seen the solar beam thrown back in yellow splendour 
from the crystal rocks, as they glistened with gold, 
but now you have found and gathered the precioua ore. 
It is one thing to admire the beauty of Hia pavilion, 
and another thing to be in it ; one thing to know Him 
from what He hns aaid, and another to know Him in 
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^hat He has done. Sm-ely experimental intimacy fnr- 
excels theoretic information; but it is gained only in 
tke school of affliction. 

Did, therefore, the friendship of Chriat secui'e ua 
against suffering, it would abade from oiir view these 
prime and happy lessons. But Christ is anxious that 
we learn them, and therefore, though he loves ns, He 
permits us to suffer, that we may yearn for a fuliei- 
sense of Hia presence, and, penetrating into His heart, 
know, because we feel, the love and power of out 
, Beloved and Friend. 



"JESUS WEPT." 
tRVELLOUS spectacle ! Jesus wejit, aa t 
mt Him wept ! The sight of such sorrow over- 
rared Him, and He could not refrain. That was a 
} manhood, wliieh felt this touch of nature, and 
Llmrst into tears. There waa no Stoicism in Hia con- 
stitution. Thei-e was no attempt to train down Hia 
sympathies, and educate Himself to a hard and inhuman 
indifference. Neither was He ashamed of His posses- 
sion of our oi'diuary sensibilities. He felt it no weak- 
ness to weep in public with them that wept. 9o sin- 
ful did sin appear in its penalty of death — so saddening 
as the desolation whioli death ha<l brought into that 
qipy home — so humbling was the picture of l^Jtarus, 
and active but a, few days before, but now laid iit 
oan-ow vault, and c.irefully concealed fi-om view. 



tliat the Saviour bowed to the stroke, and, imder the • 
impulse of genuine sjmpatliy, "Jesuswept." Perhaps 
the prospect of Jiis own death and entombment roBe 
up suddenly before Him — the thought that He should 
noon be as Lazarus now was, a cold and inanimate i 
corpse, witli weeping mourners making a. similar pre- J 
cession to His tomb. And though He had but to ts 
a few steps more, and the greatest of His miradeRl 
should be achieved, and he that was dead should b 
raised — so powerfid and tender were His min, 
satio/is that '' Jesus wept" 

Shall we use the common term, and say that ] 
was " unmanned 1'' No. Such an epithet originates ii 
ji, grievous misinterpretation of our nature, 
to be denied the relief of teaj-s, and woman only to be 
."o privileged 1 Is it beneath hia masculine robustness 
to show a m.oistened eyel Is he to be a ti-aitor to 
4leepe8t and purest emotion, and to attempt to cauterize 
the fountain of tearal Ko. Christ, the model of 
manhood, the mii-ror of all that was noble and dignified, 
■did not deny Himself the relief ; and shall men be 
looked upon as effeminate, as falling from the dignity 
of their sex, if, with emotions like Christ's, they shed 
tears like Him? No. Perish that dignity which would 
9.splre to a transcendental apathy that man was not 
made for, and which Jesns despised! The tear is as 
genuine as the smile. He who would do such violence 
to his nature, insults its Creator, and would foolishly 
set himself above the example of the Redeemer. In- 
stead of i-aiaing himself above hunmnity, he sinks 
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beneath its lovel. . Tlie brow that never wore a smile 
is not more unnatural than the eye that never glistened 
with a teai'. 

Therefore do we vindicate for the afflicted moumoi' 
the privilege of tears. Yon are not giving way to sin, 
when you are giving way to tears. Man ia not disgrac- 
ing hia manhood, nor woman showing herself to be but 
a woman, when they weep under bereavement. Tiy 
not to be above the Saviour. It is not sin to mourn, 
but the sin ia to murmm-— to fall into querulous repin- 
ing as if God had wronged you, and it needed an effort 
on your part to forgive Him. We are sure that Jesus 
harboui'ed no grudge of th is nature against His Father 
in heaven ; and yet He wept. To forbid teai-s ia to 
impose a cruel penance — is to deny a luxiiry to the 
mourner in which iiis Loi'd indulged, O thou of the 
bruised heart! when thou goest to the sepulchre where 
the beloved dust is garnered, weep, but not in dejection 
— weep, but repine not ; disturb not the unbidden tear, 
as thou art in the place of bui-iala. The duat thou 
Borrowest over cannot indeed respond ; but the time is 
coming when thy tears shall be wiped away by tlie 
very hand that inflicted the stroke. , . . , 

Whichever foiTu of bereavement oppresses you, O 
be comfurted by the thought that ' ' Jesua wept "*— that 
He who so wept is still unchanged in nature — that the 
heart which was so troubled b as susceptible now as 
then, and beats in unison and sympathy with you 
under such tiials and sorrows. What a comforter is 
the Elder Brother, who knows what it is to be bereaved. 
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and will, out of such osperience, soothe and soltice His 
iple ! Nay more, for eighteen hundred years the 
Man Jesus has been employed in binding up the 
bleeding in heart, and healing all their wounds. Every 
nety of grief He has dealt with, and with every 
■element and form of it He is perfectly &,milia!-. If 
there be power ia human sympathy to lighten the load 
woe, how much more in the aympathy of Hiia 
o "bore our griefe and carried our sorrows " — whcme 
words of comfort reach the heart — -who gives Himself, 
to be loved in room of the object taken away — and 
gathers the departed into a blessed company before the 
throne, with tho prospect of a happy and unclouded 
union! Let the moiimer never forget the image of 
the weeping Saviour. O how it will re-aaaure him, 
and fill him with unspeaktible consolation! Thou 
weepeflt— but " Jebus Wept !" * 



1 



HOW TO SYMPATHIZE WITH MOURNERS. 

Bet. Dr. Chaslbs J. Vadguxn, Vicak of DoKfuSTSik 
Borrow is a great teat of trutL N^othing which has 
the slightest tinge of unreality, whether in the form of 
exaggeration or of aficctation, has a chance of acceptance 
-vrith persona in deep trouble. There must be, as a 

• The Divine Love. By John Eailic, D.D., LL.D., ProfeMor of 
TIib!ic&1 Literature to the United FresbTterian Church. Seoond 
Edition. E.iinbursh : W. Oipliant & Co. 
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first coBdition, the recognition of the existence in the 

sufferer's case of that which ie hard to beai' ; and tJiere 

innBt be, as a second condition, the presentation of that 

which is perfectly supporting, because absolutely true, 

to meet it, if a man would minister with any effect to 

one on vhom pain or loss, anxiety or desolation, hae 

laid a heavy hand. Too often there is an attempt to 

ignore the stftrow ; to treat it aa if it were made too 

much of; almoBt to reprove it, as if it were fanciful or 

voluntary. It is difficult for health and sickness, ease 

and distress, a whole heart and a wounded heart, to 

meet and sympathize : grief is suspicious of gladneaa, 

and is slow to be persuaded that he who comes to the 

house of mourning from the dwelling of cheerfulness 

^1 can bring with hira. a just appreciation of the calamity 

^Earhich he seeks to soothe. To be able to vxep with 

^KfJtem that itxep is a necessary requisite in one who would 

^Bm^ in the divine sense, a son of consolation. 

^H It is the first object of sorrow, if we recognize in it 

^PlKiy object at aU, that it be felt. If there is a remedial 

purpose in it, or if there is even a chastising and a. 

humble purpose in it, this can only be answered by 

the entrance of the pain itself into the very soul's soul. 

■■ This ia what an inexperienced comforter will not let it 

Hb-^o. He acts, with his spiritual comfort, just as he 

^Bfi:inks it wrong and shocking for another to act with 

^Klufl worldly comfort. He counts it a great sin to drown 

^■sorrow by letting in the din of the world upon it ; but 

^H.doe6 he not himself seek to overbear sorrow in an 

■, by haste and precipitation in admin- 



iBtering tlie remediea of the Gospel! Truths whicli 
will be valuable and efficacious a month hence, niav 
themselves be inopei-ative and inaudible to-day. And 
the wise physician, like Him whose hand is working 
with bini from above, will abide and watch hia time. 
He will be satisfietl, in tlie first instance, that, the soul 
should lay itself low and let the wa,vu pass over it. Its 
foot must touch the bottom of tho deep waters before 
it can safely rise again to their surface. All that wc 
can desire to hearfrom the rent heart, in the fi rat hours 
of angnisli, is the simple confession, It is tJie Lord* 



"THY WILL BE DONE." 
Rev. Dr. Henky Alfobjj, Dean of Canterbuey. 
I 3UFP0SE, when we aay every day " Thy will be done," 
in our Loi-d's prayer, we mean, " Here I am, disposi.' 
of me as Thou wilt." And doubtless such a general 
feeling is a good and salutaiy one, an excellent intro- 
duction to our daily duties and trials. Itmaybewell, 
however, to put it sometimes more to the test, and 
question it somewhat more closely than Christians 
iiBually do. Have we reflected, when we thus aay, 
that our heavenly Father's will evidently is, that we 
should become perfect, as our Saviour did, througli 
guffering ? Have we made our account, that health 
and strength, fortune and friends, are all in His hand, 
suspended in the balance with our eternal welfare t 



A 
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^^-tbit our Fathei-'a care over uh ig such, tliat if one of 
I tiiem. ia seen by Hini to outweigh and interfere with 
our aouI'B heiilth, He will surely interpose anil take it 
from us 1 Have we home in mind, that the very day, 
in whose opening hour we kneel in our closets and say 
"Thy will be done," may see our whole life's bitterest 
and dreariest passage, — may behold us stricken down 
by our Father's judgment, may make the strong man 
a miserable wreck, the rich man a poor bankrupt, the 
social man a solitary in the world's wilderness i Do 
those whose souls are knit in one by love's closest tie 
of GJod'a own sanctioning, reflect, when they say these 
words together in the morning, that one may be taken 
before the evening, and the other left, to try how deep 
the resignation to God's will really was 1 Does it ever 
ci-oss the mother's mind, as she teaches the blessed 
prayer to her babe, fresh risen and bright in the morn- 
ing, that ere night His will may indeed be done upon 
both— that she may bo striving to suffer it on earth, 
while her darling is doing it in heaven t Far be it 
from me to dash or embitter the heart's joys, pure and 
holy like these. But, brethren, such thoughts as 
these will not dash nor embitter joy. Then it is em- 
bittered, when the soul has made Jicr nest and her 
Lome here below, has gazed on her beloved object 
insatiably, and never thought of God — lias used the 
Torld as if she possessed it — and some hour when all 
S fair and serene, in the midst of much treasure laid 
P for many years, comes the fatal stroke, unlooked 
•, imaccountable, irremediable. One such i-ecord T 
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have seen engraved on the tomb of a. lioloved child : 
"The miserable parents ventured their all on this frail 
baa-k, and the wreck was total." This is bitterness in- 
deed — but to see all oiii' comforts coming day by day 
from God's hand — to live in the continual conscious- 
ness that He who to-day tries our gratitude by giving 
them, may to-morrow try our fuith by withdrawing 
them, — this is not to poison joy, hut to enhance it 
tenfold — it is not to blight the fair jilant, but to give 
it strength and endurance, so that it shaU flourish not 
only in the sunshine but in the storm ; not only in the 
mom and promise of life, hut amidst disappointment 
and decay and death. 

" Thy will be dona" And what if that will be not 
only afflictive, but dark and mysterious also 1 What if 
God be pleased to wound just where we believed we 
wanted cherishing? What if to the weak and short- 
sighted eye of sense He even seem aa a tyrant, deliglit- 
ing in doing us harm, striking us when we are down, 
yea, foi^etting His own promises and breaking His 
everlasting covenant} brethren, I know how hai-d 
it is in such cases to feel from the heart this prayer — 
how the words seem almost to choke us in utterance, 
and the petition to be more than we ever can really 
attain to. But let us not, for all that, relinquish our 
trust in our Father's love and care of us. Wliat He 
does, we know not, we know not now ; but wo shall 
know hereafter. I remember, on one of those glorious 
days of all hut cloudless sunshine, with which some 
of oucMimraei-s abouQcI, passing in view of n well-known 
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e of bare and majestic downs, tlien baskicg in the 
fhl! beams of noon. But on one face of tbe hill rBsted 
a masa of deep and gloomy shadow. On searching for 
its cause, I at length diacovere J one little si)eck of cloud, 
bright as light, floating in the clear blue aboTe ; thia it 

fWES which cast on the hill aide that ample track of 
^gloom. And what I aaw was an image of Christian 
wn-row. Dark and cheerless often as it iB, and unac- 
countable as it paaaes over oui' earthly path, in heaven 
its token shall he found ; and it shall be known to have 
been but aa a shadow of Hia brightness, whose name 
is Love. In this case too, then, His will be done ; rest 
in the Lord, and He shall make it plain. It is good to 
wait; it lifts men above the world and out of them- 
selves, and they grow in the knowledge of their Father 
and God, and in rijieneaa for the day when He shall be 
revealed. 

II SOKKOW FOE THE DEAD. 

j^ Pkincipii. TuLiocH, D.D., St. Andbews. 

The New Testament teaches ua to think of our dead 
^ ones as "asleep." "Them also which Bleep in Jeaus 
will God bring with Him." (1 Thess. iv. 11) Theyare 
gone fviim us, but thoy rest in the Lord. And when 
they awake they will be still with Him. Why, then 
should we weep for those who, now calmly resting in 
Christ, await a joyful resurrection t 

As " sleep is to woking, so is death to the resurreo- 
I tiOtt." It is the dawn of a i-esuiTeetion Morning which 
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gives ita full force to the image. In death there ia rest 
from care and sorrow, and all the ilia wliioli make life 
painful ; aad so far it is like to sleep, when we He 
down aud put from ns, in unconscious slumber, the 
cares of the day, the sorrows that may have yexed us, 
or other ills that may have pained or wearied us. 
But it requires tlie assurance of au awakeaing to 
complete the analogy. It were little to say to 
men, as Socrates said long ago, that death is a 
" great gain," even if we only think of it as a " deep 
sleep in which one haa had no dream." Insen- 
sibility is better than pain or toil. But to the 
Cliristian the sleep of death is only the prelude to a 
joyful day. The sleeper awakes refreshed and strength- 
ened to a "mightier power of life." The believer 
sinks to rest in the grave that he may rise again on 
the resurrection Morning in new and more glorious 
being. ■' For if we believe that Jesus died and rose 
again, even so them also which sleep in Jesus will Goil 
bring with Hiui." 

' It was this view of death of which the heathen knew 
nothing. They might think of their dead ones as 
resting in the dust. Their Philosophers might dis- 
course of a dreamless sleep ; and their Poets sing of a 
long night of pei-petual slumber towards which they 
were hastening ; but they knew nothing of the Morn- 
ing that was to break on theu" long sleep — of the 
Resurrection to which it was destined. Even the 
ancient Hebrews s^w this but dimly, and thei-efore 
they cried, " The living, the living, he shall praise 
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Thee, For the grave cannot praise Thee ; death cannot 
telebi-ate Thee : they that go down into tlie pit cannot 
hope for Thy truth," (Isaiah xxiviii. 18-19.) "In 
death there is no remembrance of Thee : in the grave 
who shall give Thee thants?" (Psa. vi 5.) "The- 
ilead praise not the Lord, neither any that go 
down into silence." {Psa. cxv. 17.) Prophet and 
Psalmist had at the beat but a feeble hold of the 
doctrine of Resurrection to Eternal Life. They saw 
befoi-e them the darkness ; thiey felt, with sometbiug 
of horror, the silence of the tomb, but the eye of faith 
did not pierce steadily beyond the voiceless gloom. 
Life and immortality have only been brought clearly 
to light ill the Goapei^in Him who hath Himself 
risen "tlie first fruits of them that sleep." And hence, 
the Ohriatian alone looks with cheerful hopefulness in 
death. Otliers may face it with stedfastneas or calm-^ 
he alone lies down to sleep in hope. Not only without 
fear, but in joy he enters the dark valley, and friends 
lay him in the narrow prison-house, '' dust to dust, in 
the hope of a joyful Resun'ectioii." "For this cor- 
ruptible must put on incorruption, and this mortal 
must put on immortality. . , . Then shall be 
brought to pass the saying that is written; Death 
is swallowed up in victoiy. O death, where is thy 
sting! O gi-ave, where is thy victory? The sting of 
death is sin, and the strength of sin i-s the law. But 
thanks be to God, which giveth us the victory, through 
our Loi-d Jesus Christ." (1 Cor. xv. 53-57.) 
, It w this fact of EesiiiTectiou which leads tlie apostle 
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to say tliat we ■who remam alive should not sotTO\r for 
oar dead ones, " even as others which have no hope." 
(IThesaiv. 13.) Why, indeed, should we thus sorrow, 
who believe that aa " Jesus died and rose again, even so 
them also who sleep in Jesus wDl God Lring with 
Him?" (1 Thess. iv. 14.) They who had no such faith, 
might well weep as they buried their Dead out of sight 
and knew not whether they should evermore see tho 
light of life. But why should we hopelessly weep for 
those who are resting with the Lord— who have gone 
before to be for ever_with Him ? Why, indeed, but for 
the faintness of our hearts and the weakness of our 
flesh! Let ua sorrow rather for ourselves, that our 
sight is so dim and our faith ao dull — -that we are so 
little able to look beyond things which are "seen and 
temporal" to those which are "unseen and eternal !" 
The Living, rather than the Dead, may have a claim 
upon our sorrowful regard. For the Dead have gone 
beyond our anxiety. They have entered into theii' 
rest. They are asleep in Jesua ; while the living, who 
are around lis, and with us, may be wandering far 
ivway from Him, may be wounding Him by their sins, 
may be " cruciiying Him afresh and putting Hirn 
to an open shame." It is as if we wei-e to weep for 
the child resting in its father's bosom, sheltered in a 
happy home, rather than for the child who has gone 
astray in darkness, and cannot find its homewaaxl 
way. It is as if we were to son-ow for the marinei- 
who has foimd a safe hai-bour, and rests in peace, 
rather than for the storm-tossed sailor in the open 
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main, around whom the billows may be heaving high, 
and over whom the sky may be darkening to his 
doom. No, brethren, !et ua not sorrow for those who 
are with God, safe in a Father's house, sheltered in the 
haven of eternal rest. But let us be anxious and 
careful for the living, that we may lielp them, and 
guide them by God's blessing in a right way ; and for 
ourselves, that we may "know the things which belong 
our peace before they ai-e hid from our eyes." 



wnto 



:0W ARE THE DEAD EAISBD UP, AND WITH 
WHAT BODY DO THEY COME?" 



" But how are the dead raised up, and with what body 
do they come )" The question will still recur, not on 
the suggestion only of a wistful curiosity, but under the 
pressure of those doubts which the physical ditficulties 
of the case now, as in the Apostle's days, awaken. 
How shall it be possible even for Omnipotence itself 
to gather together again, from the sepulchres of all the 
ages, the dust of each of His sa.intB, 30 long since dis- 
solved, dispersed, blown about the world, mixed up 
with other organisms, taken up into the very blood 
and flesh of other animals and other men, iu the long 
succession of ages 1 How shall each reclaim his own, 
when the same substance, the same identical particles 
! belonged successively to mauyl Can Omnipo- 



200 WORDB OF ooicrosT. 

terux iteelf ovei-eome the natural impossibility of tfail 
same atom being in two places and forming a part at 
two distinct material organisms, at once ! Surely if 
the immortal spirit* of men arc agaia to he invested 
with a material form, it cannot be the same identical 
1)ody whicii they laid aside at duatli, and which they left 
behind them in the grave. The objection is speoiouB, 
but not solid. It is founded altogether, not on the diffi- 
culties of the doctrine itself but on an erroneous and 
superficial underBtanding of the doctrine. The identity 
of animal organisms is anidentity,notof particleSj but 
of form and structure and continuous sentient life. 
Even during our present state of existence, while the 
oi^anic identity of our bodies i-emaina, their material 
aubstanee ia incessantly changing ; so that in the course 
of a veiy few years every single atom of their present 
framework shall have passed away and given place to 
others. Tiius, in this sense, the body of the child is 
different from the body of the hoy, and the body of the 
boy from that of the man, and the substance we take 
from our mother's womb, is not the same, but wholly 
other than that which we shall lay in the tomb. Itis 
not in this, then, that our true identity consists, seeing 
that amid all the incessant change that ia this respect 
takes place, that identity remains all the while unaf- 
fected. Thei-e is no individuality in atoms ; each one, 
so iai" as we know, is like another, and can contribute 
nothing thei-efore to the distinctive peculiarity or 
differentia of the bodies which they compose. I am 
whiit I am, not because I am composed of such ami 
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RUoh particles, but because out of Buch pai-tictes I Lave 
been moulded by tLe plastic band of Gwl, icto that dis- 
tinctive form and type of organic Hubsistence which 
belongs to me, as an individual, and which is mine and 
not another's. Even if, by a miracle, every atom of 
my bodily substance were in an instant eliminated and 
substituted by others, 1 wo\dd atill remain, as to every- 
thing which constitutes ray ti-ue identity, alike in body 
as in Boul, totally unchanged. In this sense, then, that 
is to say, in the sense, not of an atomic, but of an 
organic and vitul identity — the body of our resurrec- 
tion shall be the same with the body of our burial. As 
the body of our birth is the same with the body of our 
death; so sliaU l)e tlie body of our death witb the body 
of oiu' immortality. It will be clianged, and yet the 
same— changed in its conditions, properties, powere; 
the same in individual form and type, in ite character- 
istic style and jjhysiognomy, in the proportion of its 
parts, and its s^ieciul adaptation to the uses of that one 
particular soul to which it inalienably belongs ; ao traly 
the same that both we ourselves shall be sure of it, and 
all who knew us befoi-e in the flesh sliall recognise and 
know us agiiiii. It will be the same, though raised 
now to the full predestined perfection of its nature, 
conformed to its true ideal, even as its tyjie was cast in 
the eternal thought of God fi-om the firat — blight, 
beautiful, glorious, each according to its own indi- 
vidual style and fashion of brightness, beauty, glory, 
as every true work of God is and must be. It was 
■ i time that the A[>ostle, in his own gi-and wny, solved the 
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difficulty ; " Thou fool, tliat which thou soweat is a 
quickened, except it die : and that which thou sowest,* 
thou sowest not that body that shall be, but bai-e grain, 
it may chance of wheat, or of some other grain; But 
God giveth it a body as it hath pleased Him ; and to 
every seed his own body. , , So also is the reaur- 
reotion of the dead. It ia sown in corruption : it is 
raised in incomiption ; it is sown in dishonour : it is 
raised in glory ; it is sown in weakness ; it is raised in 
power ; it is sown a natural body: it is raised a spiritual 
body. . . So when this coiTuptible shuU hare put 
on incorruption, atid this mortal shall have put on im- 
mortality, then shall be brought to pass the saying that 
is written, Death ia swallowed up in victory." (1 Cor. 
XV. 36-54.) 

Here, then, we must pause. With this glimpse of 
the glory to be revealed, grand, but undefined, we must 
rest satisfied. Other questions manifold, and to the 
thoughtful spirit of deepest interest, we might ask, but 
cannot answer. What pi-ecisely shall be the new con- 
ditions, capacities, powers of our resurrection life 1 In 
what respects shall it be the same, and in what unlike 
our present earthly state 1 What new avenues of 
knowledge shall we possess, what new organs of per- 
ception, what new sphei-es of activity, and springs of 
enjoyment) Shall there be music, poetry, art, science, 
deepening research, and advancing knowledge of the 
works and ways of God, in heiiven, even as here 1 
Whei-e shall the final seat of the blessed be ? or shall 
they be confined, as now, to any exclusive spot — to ai 
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one single orb in the immetisity of God's universe ; or 
shall tliey not rather roam at large through all ite wide 
domains, tread free and unrestrained through all the 
streets of the illimitable city of God ! Shall we still, 
then aa now, only scan from afar, the course of the 
planetary orbs, and the twinkle of the distant Pleiades, 
or Bball we be permitted to visit them, and know all 
about them, and he at home in them, as lu so many 
chambers of the one Fatlier's house i In what form oi' 
stage of their development shall the bodies of the 
blessed rise — sa in youth, or in manhood, or in ripe 
majestic age I Shall the child of this world be still a 
child in heaven ; or expand all at onco in that won- 
drous transfiguration moment, into the fulness of its. 
statui'e and perfection of its powers I and shall the old 
man be atUl an old man for ever ; or shall he not 
rather, by that great regenerative baptism, be brought 
back to all the freshness and strength of hia manly 
prime! Shall we, in short, appear then, just as 
we were when death took us; and not rather as- 
we were or might have been, at our best ? Shall 
the great Ai-ohitect of that new creation realize the 
true and perfect ideal of the life of TTia saints ; or the 
restoration only, though in a gloiified state, of their 
actual form iiere below J We cannot tell. We know 
not what we shall be. Enough, that God knoweth, and 
that He planneth and doeth all things well. Enough, 
that however high our conceptions of the unseen world, 
and sublime our aspirations in rogai'd to it, it will still 
Ibe something higher and grander fai" than we dream ; 
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hath prejaied for them that love Him." Enough, that 
there ahall be a new heaven, and a new earth, and that 
we shall be made perfectly meet to possess and to enjoy 
it. Enough, and above all, tliat Christ ahall be thei-e, 
and that " when He shall appear, we shall be like 
Him; for we shall see Him 



CHlilST'S DELAY TO INTERPOSE AGAINST' 
DEATH. 



Rev 



Dr. John Keu, Gusoow. 



"Then when Slory was come where .feaus was, and saw Him^ 
Bho fell down at his feut, Baying nnto him, Lord, it than hacls( been 
here, my brother bad not died." — John xl 33. 
Ahotheb reason why Christ permits death is, that f/ie 
sorrowing friends 'may learn, entire reliance on Him. It 
is a subject for study in this chapter, how Christ leads 
on these sisters from a dead brother to the Resurrec- 
tion and the Life, and teaches them through their loss 
to gain what they never could lose any more. Had 
He snatched Lazarus from the brink of death, they 
■would have trembled again at his every sickness, but 
when they learn to find their brother in Christ, they 
axe secure of him for ever, and they discover in Christ 
Himself more than their heart conceived,— 
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"One 



And 




dotli supersede 
All other, when her ardent gaze 
Eoi-es from the Uving brother' 
upon the Life indeed." 
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Christ Keparatea our friends from ub for a while that 
*-e may learn to find our all in Himaeif, He makes 
their grave the aeed-bed of immortal hopes, which shall 
give 118 back evprything that is good in the past, and a 
joy with it like the joy of harvest. The espresaion of 
our resignation in bereavement is as much a triumph 
of his gi-ace aa the calmness He gives to our dying 
friends. When Martha and Maiy can still call Him 
" Lord," and when their " hope can smile on all other 
hopes gone from them,"— when they can clasp Christ 
as their portion amid desolation around and within, 
— Christ Himself is justified in the peiinissioa of 

We mention, as a last reason for Christ's delay to 
interpose against death, tJiat He brings in Uiereby a 
grander Jinal issue. Had He come and arrested this 
sickness midway, or raised Lazarus to life so sooa as 
he died, tlie gliidnesa of the fiiends would not havi> 
been so great, nor would his own triumph over deatli 
have been so illustrious. But He patiently waits his 
hour, while the moumera weep and the scofiera acorn. 
Men must ict^^rpoae when they cao, but the Son of Goil 
interposes when He wills. The wisdom with which 
He chooses his time makes his delay not callous nor 
cruel, but considerate of our best interests in withhold- 
ing for a while that He mriy bleaa us at last with an 
overflowing liand. Could tiie moumera see it as He 
does, they would willingly acquiesce, and would go 
forth patiently sowing in t^ars that they might have a 
e abundant i-eajiing-time of joy. 
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It is in tbis interval of delay that our life 
The world la represented by this home of Bethany 
befoi-e Christ reached the grave, und all the phases of 
character, and all the Btagea of Clmst'a jirogressive 
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discern Him, He is s 
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find its swell and its 



t the hearts of men around u 
his jouraey man's faith may 
ely on hia way. The tide of 
1 toward the world of graves, 
Q be abreody perceived 
by all who have a aonl to feel the heaving of Christ's 
lieart Amid the tears and sobs of the bereaved friends, 
whose sorrows still touch Him, He is moving to the 
sepulchre. His presence, though unseen, can be heard 
and felt in whispered consolations, — in the faith and 
hope which hia Spirit infuses into the aoul. Those 
who know Him for what He is, recognise a Fiiend 
who weeps in sympathy with them, and who walks by 
their side to the tomb which his voice shall yet open. 
The delay seems long, bnt He counts the houi-s as we 
do; and not for a siugle one will He linger beyond 
what infinite wisdom soea fit. One rcsult of this delay 
shall be a gi-ander final issue. He permits his friends 
to descend with broken ranks into the swellings of 
Jordao, but He will lead them forth on the other aide 
in one fully- marsh ailed and bannered host. He puts 
the jewels one by one into hia crown within the tecret 
of his palace, that He may bring theta out at last 
resplendent and complete as a royal diadem from the 
hand of His God,- Patient waiting shall have its full 
compcnsrition on that day, and di^"ine delay justify itself 
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liefore the univerae in glorious and everlasting i-esulta, 
Gould we see to tlie end, it would reconcile iia even 
now. He discerns it for us, and withholds his hand 
from premature and imperfect interference. After their 
burst of weeping, He hushes the separate voices for a 
season in the silence of death, till they can awake and 
sing in full harmony, that their united praise may still 
the enemy and the avenger, and be his glory and their 
own joy for ever.* 



DEATH IN THE PALACE. 
Rev. John Bmnsu., Moffat. 

I Biienui-ie pruifhcd on the ccauiiM of the iealh of Priaa AVxrl. 

It is a diark hour when the head of a ho\isehold falls. 
Ite members are prone to feel, in the first anguish of 
such a calamity — in the firat pressure of such a grief — 
that it is an irreparable loss, that none can supply the 
place of him who is thus sti'uok down. And the 
feeling of the household hecomes the feeling of the 
nation when one of its heads has fallen. We are not 
concerned to deny the importance of individual men, 
or to diminish our sense of their service to us. The 
service rendered by them is in many cases gi'eat, and 
he who rendered it is worthy of all honour. No 
greater blessing can be granted to a household than a 
wisu, virtuous, religious head. No larger blessing can 

• Strraona. By the Rev, Jolin Ker, D.D., Glusgow. Fourth 
IHidn. Edinbui^h : Ljlmoniton !: DoiigliiB. \WJ. 
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Iw granted to a nation than a discreet, 
virtuouB, and right-minded sagacious prince, c 
of the people. It ia a power for good, a fountain of 
TOOBt precious influence to a whole nation. And this 
nation cannot estimate by any price, what it has owed 
to the admirable virtue, domestic order, noble conduct 
of the royal family, which has sent a puriiying power 
down through every class of society ; nor could it have 
asked a higher moral boon than the conspicuous 
example of such a household, and it wore hard to say 
how much of all this is due to him whom we mourn. 

The world can have no greater or richer boon con- 
ferred on it than the gift of a great man. The history 
of the world ia but the history of its great men. God 
carrira on society by such. They are the hinges on 
which it has turned. They measure whole ages for 
themselves. They are the mountain summits in the 
great path of human progress — the most towering 
landmarks of the past, and the hopes of the future. 
Such, too, are the princes in Israel — great men who 
are not the property of a denomination but of tbe 
Church, with a breadth and richness of iutellect, with 
a nobleness of cjiaracter, and a devotion to great 
priuciples that cannot be confined to the range of one 
sect, whose movements stir the whole Church of God, 
and whose departure leaves a mighty gap. We admire 
and honour such men whereverwe fiud them. We thank 
God for every great, noble-hearted, and honest servant 
of Christ. In proportion as the service rendered by 
such persons is real and valuable, do we learn to tbink 
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highly of them, to depend on. them, and to feol as if 
■we knew not how their loss ia to be supplied. 

But, if we believe in God, in a God of oi-der and 
wisdom, and especially if we believe in Jetiita, the 
infinite support of our life, we dare not doubt for one 
moment, that when a, gi-eat or good ma,n dies, his whole 
appointed work on earth was done, that Providence 
had no mure for him to do, that all he had to do for 
the world, or for his family was comjdeted and summed 
up. Now a worthy and beloved parent does not cease 
his inlliience when he diea ; he rules hia children still, 
in many cases with mightier power than by hia living 
voice. Well may we feel, that he baa left such 
raemoriea and improssiona of his views and principles 
written on their beai-ta, and now hallowed to peipetual 
remembrance by the sanctifying power of death, that 
he, though dead, shall guide them by their very i^ela- 
tion to him. Their very love to him indeed must make 
tlieia mourn; but still no loss is irreparable: no human 
loss is absolute. 

And let all this carry up our love, and truat, and 
loyalty, to Jesua alone. It is the visible urnrk ol' 
inferiority of all others, that they die. However great, 
they are limited in their greatness. They have Lad 
but a certain work to do, a limited power to put forth. 
They could not serve the continuous wants of the 
world — they do their little work or theu- great work, 
and then they are removed. Their longer continuance 
might turn out a hindrance. It is the unapproachable 
I tUaticction of Jetiui^, that ] 
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Prince of Peace, the gi'and Head of the natioHi^ 
whom all earthly [irinces are subject, 
same yesterday, to-day, and for ever." Over Him 
death hath no power, the taint of coiTuption cannot 
infect Him. The sceptre never di-ops from His aiin. 
NeTcr does his crown roll in the dnat. Never does 
He put off the garment of royalty for the drapery of 
the tomb, or pass from the palace to the silent mansion 
of the dead. Never shall His footfall cease to be 
Leartl in the palace of the skies, nor hia connteoance 
fail to be the sunshine of its mansions. No voice shall 
bewail his failure, no nation weep Hia funeral, no cry 
of A pierced world tell that its hope and star is gone. 
He liveth and i-eigneth for ever. He is our I'efuge 
still ia times of trouble. Friends die and great men 
disappear from the stage; but the Saviour remains 
with sympathy to dry up all our tears, with power to 
sustain imder the loss of earthly supjioi-ts. As the 
liearts we cling to become atUl, then He opens all Hia 
heart to us, and in contact with it om- own heart 
grows Btill and calm, and learuB that, in taking from 
lis the earthly prop, He was but drawing ua nearer 
Him6el£* 

Rev. Gborqe GnnLLiu, Dcndbk. ^^ 

There was one event in my domestic history at this 
time which cast a deep shadow on my soul, and 

burgh: Andre 
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3 for the contest with my spiiitual foea. 
This was the death of a dear little girl who was con- 
nected with me, and whom I regarded aa a daughter. 
I am guilty of no conscious exaggeration when I call 
my Agnes all that Mrs. Stowe has since represented in 
Eva — one of the rarest specuaiens of the workmanship 
of Heaven. In her simple yet profound nature, 
was united a wisdom beyond her years to the most 
Viewitching artle^nesa. Playful, yet serious; quick in. 
feeling; buoyant in Sjiirits; fond of books and of 
aoUtnde to a degree which is i-arely to be found in one 
80 utterly a cliild ; affectionate and open-hearted, she 
wielded a gentle fascination which was felt beyond her 
own little circle, and attested by the tears which the 
news of her loss drew from many to whom she waa but 
partially known. Her £a«e was one of those which, 
without being perfectly regular in their beauty, win 
■fcheii' way still more beseechingly to the heart. Its 
leading characters were traasparent openness — every 
feature obeying the motions of the mind within, 
promptly and fully as the wave receives the sunbeam ; 
great flexibility and intelligence of expression ; and 
that indescribable something which naivete and heart 
iinit« in stamping on the countenance. Her brow was 
prominent, pale as marble, and nobly expanded ; her 

"O! sjeak not of hsr eyes — they were 
Twin mirror» of the Scottish euinmer heaTec;" 

X chin Grecian, as if chiselled by Fhidiaa ; her cheek, 
i exei-ciae or emotion, often flushing up through its 
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paleneaa into a, ricli and roseate hue ; her voice cleB 
sweet, none the less for its Norland accent, and pre- 
dicting a, beautiful singer ; and her step light, airy, anil 
swift as a " roe or a young hart upon the mountains." 
Disease — it was severe hooping-eough — changed her 
countenance, ere it sent her away, spreading a fearful 
pallor over the whole, protruding the fine eye into ii 
stare of anguish, and choking up the music of her voicp. 
which, inarticulate, became unable to express her 
thickening thoughts and wants; but death restored her 
to herself, and almost all her former beanty clustered 
round her corpse. Death is often a gh^ily disguise, a 
dread mask, reminding you of an ill-executed pictui-e. 
But g/ie was so calmly beautiful, so spiritually stUl, so 
smilingly radiant amidst her marble coldness, that but 
for the heart-heard whisper — how stilly low ! — " It ia 
for ever," and the shudder springing from the touch of 
the icy brow, you would have said, " The maid is not 
dead; she only aleepeth." Death seemed forced to 
smile out the newii of immortality from her dear cold 
countenance. It was solemn beyond expi'ession to see 
friend after friend coming in on tiptoe, raising the 
covering, looking and leanbig over the face, and with 
sighs or tears, or aspect of withered unweeping woe, 
turning away. It was inexpressibly touching, too, to 
see the immediate relatives taking tlieir last look ere 
tho !id of the coffin was closed, amid bursting sobs, aiul 
all the other irrepressible signs of sorrow — auddenlv 
brought under the sense of an eternal separation ; one 
parent the while looking not — daiing not to look.^ — but 
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jnttmg the dear brawn, head once more, and Lurrjring 

away. In a sweet southerly side of the Tjeautiful kirk- 
yard of Fettetcaim, beside the bones of her grand- 
father (and now of her fiither, who loved hei' so fondly), 
under the clear blue sky of the north, and in tlie 
expectation of the coming, to this sunlit vale of tears, 
of Jesus Christ with His holy angels, repose, and have 
for twenty-five years reposed, the remains of one who 
never gave a pang to a friend's heart, nor armed witli 
a rod a father's liand ; whose memory shall be cherished, 
and her sweetest name repeated, and the spot where 
lies her virgin dust visited and watered with tears, 
while there lives one of those who really knew her, or 
felt how iaaipid in compamon was all love beside what 
alis inspired — of one who in the brief business of her 
existence exhibited the affection of the amiable child, 
the ardour of the docile scholar, the liveliness of the 
fearless girl, and the graces of the saint sanctified from 
the womb. She was ray play-feliow when cheeiful, my 
comforter when sadj her artless yet piercing prattle at 
once soothed and roused my mind; and assuredly, amid 
all the " chambers of my imagery," I have never had 
an idol like her, whose premature loss I continue 
bitterly, yet submoBsively, to deplore. 

Not so submissive were my feelings at the time. 
How my heart bletl, and what dark, unhappy thoughts 
crossed my soul, as I saw this good and beautiful 
young being writhing in anguish, and weeping with 
her fearful pain, till there came at last a wild and 
lercif'ul deliiiura, and gave her partial forge tfulnesa ! 
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And it was not till I saw the child I loved bo dearly 
fairly committed to the grave, and had leant a long 
time in anguish over a. tombstone which was casting 
its shadow on the little spot, and, looking up to the 
Bun shining so bright and cold in the spring sky, had 
said Tvithin myself, as Scott cried at the burial of one 
of his friends, "There shall be less sunshine for me 
hencefcrrth," that tears came to my relief, and a rainbow 
of resignation, if not of hope, seemed to smile through 
these bitter yet blessed tears. 



I 



RESIGNATION TO TEE DIVINE WIL; 
Mbs. Jahei Hauilton, Lakoloas, Coatsbidok. 

Not long sincelpaidavisit toaneigbbourof minewlifr- 
had lately suffered some severe domestic bereavements. 
She was lately the mother of two sweet and amiable girls. 
She never had any other children, and being on the 
shady side of fifty herself, she had looked forward with 
hope to a time, when the infirmities of old ago would 
overtake her, to receive from them that attention, help, 
and comfort which their filial love and dutiful affection 
seemed to warrant, Biit "God, who seeth not as man 
seeth," and who often brings His own people "through 
fire and water to a wealthy place," saw fit to remove 
the green and tender saplings ; thereby loosening the 
earth-bound roots of the mother tree, though in the 
process every fibre of her lieart thrilled witli agony at 
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the aejiaratioB. And in this, her tour of bitter trial, 
ehe was sometimes ready to say with her Saviour in 
His agony, "Father, if it be possible, let this cup pass 
from me," still she was enabled to add, " uot my will, 
but Thine be doue." This beiug the happy frame of thia 
mother's mind, she was enabled to bear up under the 
heavy shock given to maternal love and natural feeling 
by the sudden death of her youngest daughter, who waa 
cut off by scarlatina, after a few days' illness. The eldeet, 
who had also been attacked by the same diseaae, partially 
recovered, but, after lingering for some months, followed 
her sister to the grave. It was about a week after the 
interment that I paid the visit to the mother I have 
already mentioned. I found her sitting alone, and busy 
knitting. Some mourners put away and hide from sight 
clothes, books, toys, and every i-elic of the beloved dead. 
Not BO Mrs, G.; the work of the eldest girl lay on the 
table, and the stools on which the children used to sit 
still occupied their respective places, ajid their school- 
bags still bung on their accustomed pegs. She was pale 
and grave, but wore a look of patience and resignation. 
When she saw me, she rose and held out her hand ; 
and, although her eyes filled and her lip quivered when 
she did so, she soon recovered her composure. Tlic 
Bible of the eldest lay on the table befoi-e her. It had 
been almost her sole companion since her daughter's 
death, and the source from which she had drawn com- 
fort and resignation. 

After a short pause, I said to her, " Margaret, is it 
yell with thee 1 is it well with the cliild ) " Without 
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Iiesitfition she replied, " It ia well. He hatii done ni 
things ■well, and I Rm resigned to Hifi ■will." She then 
pointed to the now open Bible before her. " See," shu 
said, "that was ray Elizabeth's Sunday school Bible, 
and there ai-e the texts chosen and marked out by her, 
to prove the exei-ciae given out by her teacher for the 
coming Simday — {the exercise was this, 'we should be 
resigned to the will of God in all things') — but little 
did she or I think that we must prove it, not only by 
suitable Scripture proofa, but also by our own I'esigna- 
tion and submission to the will of God in the heavy 
trial so near at hand. For, when Sunda.y came, my 
Elizabeth lay on her death-bed, and in the delirium of 
fever she conatantly repeated at intervals, in broken 
words, the intended exercise, ' We shoiUd be i-eaigned 
to the ■will of God in all things;' and blessed be God, 
who enabled me, at each imconsoious repetition of the 
exercise, to respond in my heai-t to the precious sentence. 
She had a conscious interval before death, during 
which she several tim.es expressed a ■wish to die and to 
be with Jesus, and her last audible words were the re- 
frain of her favourite hymn, ' O Lamb of God, I come!' 
She fell asleep in Jesus. An d I have also a good hope, 
through gi"ace, for my dear little Janet. And though 
[ ait alone here I am not solitaiy, for God is with me. 
And in this book {refening to her daughter's Bible) my 
Elizabeth 'being dead yet apeaketh.' My daughters are 
gone to God, but 1 have many other soui'ces of consola^ 
tion ; for never now (it might have been so had they 
lived) shall sin, soitow, or shame light upon the 
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■ She ceased to Bpeak ; and I found that she, vhom I 
came to comfort, had ministei'ud liotli comfort and 
instruction to myself.* 



A WORD TO PARENTS. 

Rev, Henry Allon, London. 
What a deep roligiousness appeala to us in a child ! 
How simply it pi-ays — how implicitly it believes — 
how reyerently it fceJs I It has to learn to disbelieve. 
What a lesson to om- hard, tinspiritual, unbelieving 
nature is the simple, pure, and beautiful religiousness 
of a child. Thank God, our seared battered hearts 
coma day by day into contact with the gentle inno- 
cence, purity, and love of children. Thank Ood, 
we are all children before we are men and women. 
Happy is he who is wise enough, and humble enough, 
to learn the lessons that his child teaches hitn. 

No wonder that Christ himself takes a little child and 
makes him the exemplar of His new kingdom. While 
the worldly teacher of a child is ever summoning hiin 

* Thia brief paper \B from the buay brain and generous heart 
of Mtb. Janet Hamilton, in lonia reapecta one of the moat remark- 
able iTomon in Scotland. She ia Hie auWior of three volnmeB, 
^^Poemaand Eafiaya/^ &c., wUchbave been very favourably noticed 
by the British press, two of which are now out of print. Thia 
"AIotheF in Israel" has recently last her eyerigbt, but feeli M 
ileeply iatereated u ever in aU that pertains to the pretsiit aad 
future welfare of the human family, and ia a frequent and accept' 
iiblo poetical contributor to the prcaa. She was bom in Octobor, 
lT9fi, at Carr'a-hill, Shotta, and has roaided for upvarda of Blitj 
,t Laugloan, Coatbridge. 
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to manhood, tlie spiritiial teacher of a maa ia ei 
calling him to childhood. Christ bids ua return to 
the goileleaa consciousness, the pure feelings of child- 
hood. We must re-live our child-life ; reproduce our 
child-oonsciousiiess ; realise again the sinless and 
simple experieuoe of childhood ; become aa we were 
■when little children — humble, docile, pure, believing, 
prayerful — or we shall be unable to "receive" the 
iingdora of heaven, and unfitted to "enter" therein. 

It is but natural, therefore, that, in the Bible, chil- 
dren should be represented as tlie very choicest of 
God's gifts. They are God's " hei-itnge " — ^that which 
He gives as our very richest portion in life. How 
enthusiasticaUy the Bible always speaks of them as 
such ! We never meet with a dubious estimate of 
them, with a falteiing congratulation. Everywhere 
they are spoken of rapturously and exultingly, as 
the very crown of earthly blessings. Like all life, 
they come more directly than other things from the 
hand of God himself. They are His precious gift — 
His " heiitage." 

We do not always so conceive of them. Pure, 
unselfish, and self-sacrificing as parental love is — the 
holiest and most perfect of all our human affections 
— even it is capable of being deteriorated by circum- 
stancea, corrupted by wrong and sinful feeling. It is 
not every parent that receives a child as God's " heri- 
tage," A precious thing it may be to him, but not 
a gift from God. Other feelings of joy it may awaken, 
and yet not a feeling of religious gratitude ; other 
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obligationa it may create, and yet not the obligation 
to leam and to teach religious lessona. "We may "take 
tlie child and nurse it " for our own parental joy — for 
our social, or commercial, or ambitious purposes — and 
yet not " nurse it for God." Every feeling of Joy 
may be awakened by it except religious joy ; eyeiy 
eensG of obligation except religious obligation. It 
ought to expel all selfishness, to purify and intensify 
conjugal loTe, and to multiply it by a new afiection — 
and yet selfishness may feel a child a restriction 
upon social pleasure, a tax upon ■woi'dly gain. It 
ought to inspire thoughtfulness and faith; — it is an 
entniBtment so high and holy — a soul to train for 
God, and heaven, and eternity; — an entrustment 
accompanied by great promise, connected with the 
highest joys and ■with the greatest destinies ; — and 
yet the highest thoughts and purposes inspired by 
it may be selfish and earthly ; or, if pious feeling is 
excited by it, it may be only misgiving and fear — an 
unbelieving, godlesa feeling, that, almost aa a. matter- 
of course, it will grow up wicked, and need conversion 
in adult life. 



P THESE LITTLE ONES, 

Rsv. J. BitnwiN Bbown, B.A., LoNnou. 
These little ones I Not angels, then ; but nurelings of 
Christ. "Tate it, and bring it up for Me." I have no 
call to enter here into curious doctrinal discussions as to 
le natural estate of young children. Blessed be God, 
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their estate in ChiTst has become, a spiritual estate, ( 
1(11 their destiny has passed under the rule of His redeem- 
ing love. ... I turn to the God-man, who gathered 
the infants around Him, and took them in His arma, 
.and blessed them, and aaiil, "Suffer llie little children to 
come tmto me, and forbid them not : for of suc/i is tlit 
kingdom of heaven." Gladder was He, i)erhap3, at that 
moment, as tho little onea cinatci-ed round His knee and 
pressed to His heai-fc, than through His wliole j^iiigrim- 
age of sorrows. As the pure fresh morning air, in which 
the rosy fiush ia glowing, and on which the meadows 
liave flung their dewy sweets, must the balmy breath of 
these little ones have played on the Saviour's Btrainod 
and weaiy heart. Unselfish, unworldly, uncareful, iin- 
fearful, unenvious, ungraaping, unconscious, innoceat ! 
What a garden of flowers is here, with the morning light 
playing upon it, and the air alive with song ! Take 
heed that ye despise it not. It is the garden whei-e, 
in the early light, you may meet the Master, He ia 
abroad in it betimes, and here you may learn His 
deepest thoughts, and hear Hi^ wisest and most lovely 
words : " Except ye be converted, and heeoiae o» little 
,ckUdren,, ye shall not enter into tite kingdom of/ieavett." 
Little children. The whole force of the words is 
here. They soon leai'u the battle-cries of our conflicts, 
ivnd shape their puppets after the likeness of our follies 
and sins. But little children are Christ's own nurslings. 
They love, and trust, and give, after the fashion that 
i-eigns in heaven. Love is theii' sunlight; they ask 
for nothing but to bask in it. Thei-e is no glow for 
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them when that 3un in the home ia clouded; there are 
no clouds for them whea that sun in the Lome is 
Tinveiled. They liave no poBsesaions which they do not 
increase by sharing. Give a little one the gift it longs 
for, and atraightwAy it toddles off in its glee to share it 
with its friend. Theit only idea of having ia sharing, 
till you have taught them a darker lesson. The vp.w 
birds trust not more joyously the bountiful hand of the 
Father which is over thera all. "Never mind," said a 
little one once to a father who had his full share of the 
burdens and struggles of }ife, and who was lamenting 
to her that he was too poor to gratify some desire whicli 
she had expressed^" never mind, jmpa, yon have 
enough to go on with." Yes, I thoiight when I heard 
it, " Out of the mouth of hahea and suokUn^s Thou hast 
ffrdmnsi strength, and perfected praise."" 



P IDENTITY PBESERVED IN HEAVEN. 
Ebv. Hbnby Warb Bbecheb, New York. 
A BEREAVED mother sent thia query to the far-famed 
Henry Ward Beecher: "Last Thursday our littli> 
three-year old baby left us. She was the sunlight of 
our home here; and ia it true that when I, too, cross 
the river, I shall not know her, and knowing, shall 
not love herl 

'The following was Mr, Beecher's reply: — 
W" The nature of the body to which we come by reaur- 
» Divine Iden. By Junes 
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cectJon ia a matter purely of speculatioru NotMng 
conclusively is taught by tlie Scriptures, Paul doclai-ea 
ihB.tJlegh and blood shall not inlterit tlie kingdom, of God. 
So far as this negative reaches, the teaching is clear 
«nough. Whatever the body is, it ia not Jleah and 
blood. But what conception caji we form of a body 
escept of that Jlesk and blood body in which we have 
always dwelt? The Apostle seems to teach that out 
fipiritua] body, without being material, will be one 
which shall coiTeapond to, our earthly one. It will 
answer our spiritual condition just as the mortal body 
does our earthly state. Beyond this all is fancy and 
.speculation. Every one trying to fashion a conception 
of a spiiltual body, will follow the peculiarities of his 
own mind, or hia habits of thought and the tendencies 
in which he has been educated. As an exercise of 
the imagination, such speculations may not be without 
some benefit. They will cei'tainly he harmless, if one 
does not fall into the conceit of thinking that his ideal- 
i&ings are literal truth. Good men and learned men 
have in every age so differed among themselvea as to 
the probable spiritual, that no one need be afraid of 
differing from everybody else. Even Paul could not 
explain the facts to us. Instead, he drew illustrationa 
fi-om the vegetable kingdom, implying that as a com 
of wheat when planted did not come up with the same 
body or form, but that it developed a new form out of 
the seed which was planted, so it should be with the 
human body. 

" The inain tniih to be clierished is, that we shall 
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really live on after death, and that our identity will 
not be loEit, but that the heavenly state will so develop 
itaelf out of the materials gathered in the earthly, that 
we shall be the same beings, recognise ourselves as the 
same, employ the same faculties, and uaiTy forward 
that very mind and disposition with which we left the 
world. 

But shall we recognise each other in heaven ! This 
precise question ia neither put nor answered in the 
Sacred Scriptures. But beyond all dispute, it is 
implied, assumed as the very necessity of a m.oral state, 
that the princijile of inemory will exist ; that the Buffer- 
ings, temptationa, triumphs of men over evil — that the 
Divine helpfulness and fidelity displayed during the 
whole of men's earthly lives, will be 8 
tlmnkagveing and praise. Now, if memory s 
why should its action be limited to one class of esrperi- 
encesT Why,if we remember earthly sufferings, should 
we not remember those who soothed or sympathised in 
themt If we remember adidt Mends, why Bhould we 
forget little chilcb'en, which take hold upon the heart 
with a grasp even fii-raer than any grown person caul 
there is no authority for suppoaitiona which parcel out 
the memory and limit its fi-ee activity. 

It may be safely said, to all of that great company 
of mourners whoso children have gone away from them, 
God hab taken tour babes : They are safe. They 
did not venture out into some great void, some vague 
and unexplored way, where the little wanderers were 
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n way. If there be use for angels. 



surely there is noae more fit and beautiful tfaaa to bear 
in their boaoma, aud convey to the presence of the 
All-Lotino, the tender spirits of little children. 

Nor do we need to doubt that there is in the Father's 
e a place for them, and 8 weet company, aud perfect 
; and gladness, innocence and friendship, 
Hiich as they could never have had on eurtli. 

Our children are cared for. He that was grievml 
■when little children were kept from Him, who took 
them up in Hia arms, laid Hia hands upon them, and 
blessed them — is He any leaa a lover of children in 
heaven than He wae upon earthl 

But, shall we know themi Why not 1 Wlere is 
there an intimation jn Scripturs to this effects It is 
not positively affirmed; but it is implied that men, 
dropping at death all that is of the flesh, will rise into 
the communion of heaven, carrying the same affections, 
sentiments, will, and intelligence that they had on 
Otherwise, of what use are discipline, educa~ 
tion, earthly experience? It is the saint made perfect, 
not made up of a new patter, that we shall meet in 
glory. 

I*t no mother be driven from the hope of meeting 
her children in heaven! Let mothers comfort them- 
Belvea in believing that the loves of earth will go on in 
1, and that whatever was pure, noble, aud tme 
on poi-th will go on with them for ever. Among all 
other griefs, let not tbis unnecessary one arise, that 
yoa have lost your children for ever! He who keep>> 
you for them, will keep them for you! They will b 




more beautiful, aweetei-, moi-e glorious i 

They will be enough the same to make you glad for all 

the growtha,additiorLS, and refinements of theu'chamiM. 

HEAVEN A VAST AND ILiTPV SOCIETY, 
Kev. William Moslbt Ppnshos, M.A., Canaila. 
The qneBtion of tlie recognition of departed friends in 
heaven, aiid special and intimate reimiou with them. 
Scripture and reason enable us to infer with alm<»t 
cei-tein persuasion. It is implied in the fiict that tlit- 
resuiTection is a i-eaurrection of individuals ; that it is 
tide mortal that shall put on immortality. It is im- 
plied in the fact that heaven is u vast and happy society; 
and it is implied in the fact that there is no unclothing 
of the nature that we now possess, only a clothing upon 
it with the gannents of a brighter and more glorious 
immortality. Take comfort, then, thoseof you in whose 
histoiy the dearest charities of life have been severed 
by the rude hand of the spoiler ; those whom you have 
thought about as lost are not lost, except to present 
sight. Perhaps even nnw they are angel watchers, 
screened by a kindly providence of forgetfiilness from 
everything about you that would give them pain ; bur 
if you and they are alike in Jesus, and i«iuain faithful 
unto the end, doubt not that you ahall know them again. 
It were strange — don't you think ?— if ainid the multi- 
tnrles of the heavenly hosts, the multitudes of earthV 
ransomeil ones that we are to see in heaven, we should 
4 all but those we moat fondly and fervently long ti> 
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see I Strange, if in some of our walks along the golden 
streets we never happened to light upon tliem 1 Strange 
if -we did not hear some heavea-song learnt on earth 
trilled by some clear ringing voice that we have often 
heard before ! Oh, depend upon it, in a realm of perfect 
happiness this element of happiness will not be absent 
— -to know and love again what we have known and 
loved below. 

" The resurrection and the life." Oh, what heart is 
not thrilled by the preciousnesa of the promise t Whose 
does not throb the more joyously as he recognises the 
"Redeemer who brings Lim life 1 " The resurrection and 
the life!" Enjoyed recompense, recovered friends — 
these are our hopes above. Ah ! but nearer still and 
dearer sti!I, enhancing each of these a thousand fold — 
as every true and loyal believer thinks — with Jesus 
there ! So shall it be in heaven, and with glad eye and 
with beating heart will each ransomed spirit break 
from its own private joy to fasten gratefully its gaze 
upon the Master who has purchased it, and to bear 
again in a pronounced immortality of comfort and of 
bliss, " I am the Resurrection and the life." 



NB^ 



A "WALK IN GEEEN"WOOD CEMETERY, 
YORK. 

Kev. De. Theodore L. CtrtLER, Brooklyn. 



Foe some years past, iny favourite resort has been the 
beantiful and incomparable Greenwood. It has no 
rival in the world. " Nothing that I have ever seen 
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iu Europe compares with this," Raid Newman Hall to 
me, as we stood on Sylyaa Cliff, on a, golden day of 
last October [18G7]; and he added, '^INothing I have 
yet seen in America gives me Buch an impression of 
wealtli, taste, and refinement as this exquisite spot." 
Old Jei'emy Taylor aays that it is good to knock often 
at the gates of the grave; and, tndy, there is no 
teiTor in death to one who only has to look forward to 
bewitching Greenwood aa the resting place of his body, 
and to Heaven as the dwelling of hia ransomed soul. 

Yesterday I went to Greenwood alono. How often, 
in times past, have 1 walked there with a pair of little 
feet tripping beside me, which now, alas ! are laid 
under a mound of green turf and flowers. The night 
before the precious child departed, having wearied 
himself with play, he quaintly said, " My little footles 
are tired at both ends." Ere twenty-foiir hours were 
past, the tired feet had ended life's short joui-ney, and 
were laid to the dreamleaa rest. Thousands and 
tlioiiaands of other little childre 
around him ; for Greenwood is oi 
which cribs give place to little cask 
no one is afraid to speak loud lest tl 
silent sleepers. Over the dust of these sleeping 
treasures are hundi'eds of marbles which bear only 
aiioh pet names as " Our Lucy," or " Our WUlio," or 
"Sweet little Carrie, or "Our Darling," Close beside 
the narrow bed, so dear to me, lie a pair of cbildten 
iu one spot, and on the tiny marble above them is 

nred this sweet verse :— 



i vast nui-aery, in 
nd coffins, and 
y wake up the 
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" Undiii' the dauiea two graves i 



Uader the c 

t'tnler the (iaisiea? It onnnot be thus ; 

We are Bnre that in heaven thfiy wait foJ 

What a celestifll cheerfulness breathes in such y 
How like to a guardian angel's song! Thei 
other inacriptiouB scattered through the cemeterv 
which ai-e equally redolent of Christian liope and 
immortality. For example, on a stately monument is 
wiitten only the name of the dead, and ou the othev 
side of the granite shaft the simpbj thrilling announce- 
ment — "T/ie Lmil is liiaen!" 

Several tombs bear the single line, " 0*// Mother." 
No inscri])tion in the whole city of the dead touched 
me so tenderly as the one word, " Good-night," on the 
tomb of a young wife. Perhaps this was her lasl 
utterance as the twilight of the "valley" fell tipon 
her advancing footsteps. Among many carved clusters 
of lilies, myrtles, and violets, we often discovered ou 
the monuments of God's departed children this fiowei', 
from the Holy Spifit'a own haud : " Blessed are the 
dead which die in llie Lord." This is the amai-anth 
which angels wi-eathe above the sainted dead. Hoh- 
fragttint it is with the iove of Jesus ; how dewy witli 
jiredous jiromisea ; how it glitters in the light which 
falls from the sajiphii-e walls of the New Jomsalem ! 
Matchless line : that never gi-ows old, and never stales 
its heavenly fi-eshness ! If there be any line which 
the "ministering spu-its" chant above the sleeping 
dust of Christ's blood-bought heirs of glory, it n 
be this one which the Sjiirit taught to the belo»^ 
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Jului. Mot aa a. dreary dirge do they chant it ; not as 
II melitncholy requiem : it is a jubilant piean of 
triumph over those who have come off moi-e than 
conquerors, — wlioae achievements are complete, and 
for whom wait the " i-obea made wliite in the blood of 
the Lainb." 

To me, the moat captivating view is from Sylvan 
Cliff, overlooking Sylvan Water. On that green brow 
Htands a monument which bears the flguiw of Faith 
kneeling befoi-e a cross, and beneath it the world- 
known lines of Toplady :— 

*'NotUiiig in m; huiil I briug. 
Simply to Tb? cross I Blins ! " 

As I stood beside that gracefid tablet yesterday, the 
light of an October aun threw its mellow radiance 
over the crimsoning foliage, and the green turf, and 
t.he sparkling water of the fountain which played in 
(lie vale beneath. In the diatauoe was the placid bay, 
with one stately ship resting at anchor, — -a, beautiful 
umblem of a Christian soul whose voyage had ended 
ill the jjeaceful repose of the " desired haven." The 
nan went down into the purpling horizon as I stood 
there ; a bird or two was twittering its evening song ; 
the air waa ae silent as the unnumbered sleepers around 
me; and, turning toward the sacred spot where my 
[ii'ecious dead is lying, I bade him, as of old, Good- 

' The Kmiitf Crib : n Moniorul of Little Georgia, witli Words 
l^onMiUtion for Bereaved Parents. Ily Rev. Tlieodore L. 
ripr. D.D.. lii'uoklyn. Nuw-Yorli: 11. Cwteruml Jlrotbera, lS4i!l. 
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A TH0RNLES8 SORROW. 



D, M. MoiE, THE "Delta'' 
The following is an. extract from a letter, dated Muascl- 
turgh, 8th January, 1845, addressed by Dr. Moir, on 
the receipt of a favourite volume, to a fi-iend, whose 
child he had been attending profeasionally ; — 

The gift has only one drawback. Would, so far aa 
our weak eyes can see, that it hati been ordained thdt 
I should receive it from other hands than yours ! This 
■was not to be, and for wise purposes, although we see 
them not. The loss and the grief are to those who are 
left behind ; to him these cannot be. Yet a little while, 
and the end cometh to us also ; and we, who woulii 
detain those we love, om-selves almost as quickly go. 

Speaking from sad. experience, a long time must jet 
elapse ere you and his mother will be able to look 
back on your deprivation with philosophic and tmini- 
[laasioned minds, or be able to dissever the wJutl must 
he from the what might kave been. But when that tdme 
does come, yon will find that the lamentation, for an 
umoeect child is a thomless sorrow ; and that the sted- 
fast faith, through the Redeemer, of meeting Mm. 
again, and for ever, can leud a joy to grief. 




POETRY. 



OASA WAPPY.* 

D, M. Mora, the ■■Delia" (jf iJfncticmd. 

And boat thou BOiigHt thy hcaveoly home, 

Our fond, dear boy — 
The realma where Borrow dare not come, 

Where life ia Joy 7 
Pure at thy death, as at thy birth, 
Thy spirit caught no taiat from oarth, 
Even by its bliss we mete our deactli, 
Caaa Wappy! 

Deapair was in our last farewell, 

Aa closed thine eye; 
Teaj^ of our anguish may uot tell 

When thou didst die; 
Words may not paint our grief for thee, 
Sighs am but bubblua an the sea 
Of our nnf athom'd agony, 

Casa Wappy ! 



* The Eelt-nppellatlTe of n be 
rt3i Fabruory, tS88, a^cd four 
nUttod "Woo Wfllio," mmwri 
loir, vbo dtod at tha age of fiftoeu months, de 



chUd — Chulea Uell Uoir, who dio 
half yean. !nut piece tbut follow 
ipoii tte death of miUoin Bliuikwooi 
Fobraarj, 1838. 



n>-lj)Bflrt "Cam Wappy" and *^' 



dabted tu Mrs. Molr fur her ([onsmug pennlsiion, b 



a WUUo," ond Oi* el 
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Thoa wect a viaioa of deiight— 

To blesa ue given; 
Beauty embodied to onr sights 

A type of heaven : 
So dear to ua tliou wert, thou art 
Even less thine own self than a, part 
Of mine aud of thy mother's heart, 

Casa Wappj! 

Thy bright, brief day knew no ilecline — 

'Twos cloudless joy; 
Snnriee and night alone were thiue. 

Beloved boy ! 
This moru beheld thee blithe and gay; 
That found thee prostrate in decay; 
And ere a third shone, clay was clay, 
Casa Wappyl 

<iem of our hearth, our household pride. 

Earth's undeSled, 
Could love have aaved, thou hadat not di 

Our dear sweet child! 
Humbly we bow to Fate's decree; 
Yet had we hoped that Time ahoiild see 
Thee mourn for hb, not ua for thee, 

Casa Wappy ! 

Do what I may, go where I will, 

Thonmeet'st my sight; 
There doat thou glide before me still — 

A form of light! 
I feel thy breath upon my cheek, 
I see thee smUe, I hear thee speak. 
Till ohl my heart ia Uke to break, 



Methinks thon Bmil'iit before me now, 

With glance of stealth; 
The hair thrown bock from thy £uU brow. 

In buoyant health : 
I eee thine eyes' deep violet light, 
Thy dimpled cheek camntiiin'd bright, 
Thy clasping arms bo round and white, 
C'asa Wappy! 

The nursery shows thy pictured wall. 

Thy bat, thy bow. 
Thy cloak and bonnet:, club and ball; 

Bat where lut thou? 
A comer holds thine empty chair ; 
Thy playthings idly acattercd there 
But speak to us of our despair, 

<'a9fl Wappy I 

Even to the last, thy every woiil — 

To glad — to grieve — 
Was Bwoet, as sweetest song of bird 

On STimmer'a eve; 
In outward beauty undecay'd, 
Death o'er thy spirit cast no shade. 
And like the rainbow thou didat fade, 
( 'asa Wappy I 

We mourn for thee, when blind blank night 

The chamber fills; 
We pine for thee, when room's first light 

Reddens the hills; 
The sun, the moon, the stars, the sea. 
All— to the wall-flower and wild-poa— 
Are changed : we saw the world thro' thee, 
f'upn, Wappy! 
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And though, perahance, a amilu may glei 

Of casual mirth, 
It doth not own, whate'er may Beem, 

All inward birth ; 

We miss thy amall step on the stair; 

Wo miss thee at thine evening prayer! 

All day we misa thee — every whore — 

Casa Wappy! 

Snows mufaed earth when thou didet go, 

In life's spring-hloom, 
Down to the appoiated house below — 

The adeut tomb. 
But now the green leaves of the tree, 
The cuckoo, and ' ' the busy bee, " 
Eetum; bat with them bring not thee, 
Caaa Wappy! 

'Tis bo; but can it be— (while flowers 

Revive again) — 
Man's doom, in death that we and oun 

For aye remain? 
Oht can it be, tha,t o'er the grave, 
The grass renewed should yearly wave, 
Yat God forget our chdd to save !— 
Caaa Wappy! 

It camiot be; for were it bo 

Q^us man could die, 
lite were a monkery— Thought were woe 

And Truth a lie- 
Heaven were a coinage of the brain — 
Keligioii frenzy— Virtue vain — 
And aU oar hopes to meet again 



WEE WILLIE. 

Then be to us, O dear, Inst cliild, 

With, beam of love, 
A star, death's uncongenial wild 

Smiling jkbove 1 

SoeD, Boon, thy little feet have trode 

The skyward path, the seraph's road. 

That led thee back from man to God, 

Casa Wappy ! 

¥et, 'tis sweet balm to oar despair, 

Fond, fairest boy. 
That heaven is God's andthoa art there. 

With Him in joy I 
There past are doath and all its woes, 
There beauty's stream for ever flows. 
And pleasure's day no sunset knows, 
Casa Wappy ! 

Farewell, then — for a while, farewell — 

Pride of my heart ! 
It cannot be that long we dwell 

Thus torn apart ; 
Time's shadows like the shuttle flee ; 
And dark howe'er life's night may be, 
Beyond the grave I'll niott with thee, 

Casa Wappy ! • 



WEE WILLIE. 

D. a. MoiR. 
Faee-thee-well, our last 4aid fairest. 

Dear wee Willie, fare -thee- well 1 
God, who lent thee, had recali'd thee 
Back, with Him and His to dwell : 
* Ediuburgb : William Blucknuud & Sous. 



Fifteen moona their silver Inatre 
Only o'er thy brow hath shed. 

When thy apirit jnin'd tho aeraphs. 
And thy dnst the dead. 

Like a, aimbeam, thro' our dwelling 

Shone thy presence, bright and calm ; . 
Thou didst add a zeet to pleasure, 

To our aorrowB thou wert balm ;- 
Brighter beam'd thine eyea than surnmar j 

And thy firat attempt at speech 
Thrill'd onr heartatriuga with a rapture 

Music ne'er conld reach. 

As we gazed upon thee aloeping. 

With thy iine fair locks outspread, 
Thoa didst seem a little angel, 

Who to earth from heaven had atray'd ; 
And, entranced, we watch'd the vision, 

Half in hope, and half af&ight, 
Leat what we deem'd ours, and earthly, 

Shoald dissolve in light. 

.Snows o'ermantled hill and valley, 

tiullen clouds begrimed the sky, 
When the first drear doubt oppreaa'd ns, 

That our child was dooca'd to die. 
Through each long night-watch, the taper 

Showed the hootio of his cheek ; 
And each anxious dawn beheld Wm> 

More worn out and weak. 

Oh, the doubts, the fears, the anguish. 

Of a parent's brooding heart, 
Wlien despair is hovering round it, 

And yet hope will scarce ilB[)irt — 



Wheu each (ranBient tluHlt of fevti- 
Omens hiialth's retiu^ing light. 

Only to involTe the watch era 
'Mid intenser oiglit! 

'Twaa even tliea Deatruction's angel 

Shook his pinions o'er onr path, 
Seized the rnaieat of our houBeholJ, 

And strack Churlie down in deatlil 
Fearfal, awfnl! Deaoktioi: 

On our lintel set his sign: 
And wc tum'd from his qniek death-seen 

Willie, round to thine! 

Like the ahot-star in blue mill nigh t., 

Like the rainbow, ray by ray, 
Thou wert wjining as we watch'd thee, 

Loveliefit iu thy last decay! 
As a zephyr, ao serenely 

Came and went thy last low breath, 
That we paused, and oak'd our apirita — 

la it so? ( 'an this be death ; 

As the beams of Spring's lirst morning 

Through the sUeBt chamber play'd, 
lifeless, jli my arms 1 raised thcp. 

And in tby nmaU coflin laid; 
Ere tho day*star with the darkness 

Nine times had triumphant striven. 
In one grave had met your ashes, 

And yonr soul's iu '.uaven! 

Five were ye, the beauti^ous blosaoma 
Of our hopes, our hearts, onr heairth; 

Two asleep lie buried under — 
Three for ii« yet gladden oartb. 
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TbeB, our hyacintli, gay Cliarlie — 

Willie, thee our auow-drop pure- 
Bock to ns shall aecaai spring-time 
Nerar more allure ! 

Yet while thinking, oh! oiu: loat ones, 

Of how dear yo were to ns, 
Why should dreams of doubt and darkness 

Hannt onr troubled spirits thus ? 
Why acroBB tha cold dim churchyard 

Flit our visions o( dsBpair T 
Seated on the tomb. Faith's sugel 

Saya, " Ye are not therel" 

Where, then, ara ye ? With the Saviour 

Blest, for ever blest, are ye. 
Mid the sinless little children. 

Who have heard His "Come to mel" 
Yond the shades of death's dark valley 

Now ye lean upon his breast. 
Where the wicked dare not enter, 

And tha weary rest. 

We are wicked — we are weary — 

Foe US pray and for as plead; 
God who ever hears the siuleas, 

May through you the sinful heed: 
Pray that, through the Mediator, 

All o\a faults may he forgiven; 
Flead that ye he sent to greet ns 

At the gates of heaven !* 

• Edinbiirgli: Wflliam Blackwood fi Soaa. 



^^^^^^^^^^^ CASi'a DIRGE. 

^M C AS A'S DI RO 

^1 D. JI. 

" The followine ore the closinE stanias 



' The following ore the closing stanias of "Casa's Dirge," 
written in April, 1S38, a few weeta aft«r "Delta" ponnrd 
tliat exqniflite poem, " Casa Wappy:" 

O KB4VEN1T child of mortal birth ! 

Onr thoughts of thee arise, 
Not aa a denizen of earth. 

But inmate of the skica: 
To feel that life renew'd is thine, 

A soothing balm imparts; 
We quaff froDi out Faith's cap divine, 

And Sabbath fills our hearts. 

Thou leanest where the fadeless wands 

Of amaranth bend o'er; 
Thy white wings brush the golden sonde 

Of Heaven's refulgent shore. 
Thy home is where the psalm and song 

Of angels ehoir abroad; 
And blessed spirits, all day long, 

Bask round the throne of God. 

There chance and change are not ; the soul 

Quaffs bliss as from a sea, 
And years, through endless ages, roll. 

From sin and sorrow free : 
There gush for aye fresh fonnts of joy. 

Now raptures to impart ; 
Oh I dare wo call thee still our boy. 

Who now a aeraph art ! 
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A little wliilo— a little while — 

Ah '. loDg it cannot he 1 
And thoa agaiu on ua wilt amili!, 

Where angels smile on thee. 
How selfish ia the worldly heart — 

How sinful to deplore ! 
Oh ! that we were where no? thou art^ 4 

Not lost, but gone before.* 



ABE SEVEN. 



A SIMPLE oMId 

Tbat lightly draws its breatb 

And feels its life in every limb, 
What ahcmld it know of dentil I 

i. met a little cottage girl ; 

She woa eight years old, she said ; 
Her hair was thick with many a curl 

That clustered round her head. 




Hhe had a rustic, woodland air, 

And she was wildly clad; 
Her eyes were fair and very fail : 

Her beauty made me glad. 

Tho Poeticul Works ufDnvidMocllcUiMulr. EtUlodbrThunus j 
WiUlBDi Blackwrod & Sona. Edlnbiiiali and London. fDarld. X 
Uoii WDS bom at Uussclhiirgh. noar Gdlabiirgh, on the Dth □[ Jan., T 
and died altur a short Sbnia, on tho isriraiDg ■A Sabbath, the iOx of Jul;-, 
IBSl, in bin flflj-lbird yoar.— "We tnkn farflwoll," rnjTi a writo in i. 

imd kindeat bdng, at the moat tnie and sInglB-heiirtiiil mua, that 
ovcrLofio to inrGt wHb In ILo I'tiurtp I'flbifl enrlbly pngrimnKOr'T 




WE AB£ 8ETEK 

" Sisters aod brothers, little maid. 

How many may you bo !" 
"How many ?— Seven in all," she said, 

And nondering looked at me, 

' ' And where are they ? I pray you, tell, " 
She answered, " Seven are we ; 
And two of us at Conway dwelt, 
And two are gono tu aca : 

" Two of OB in the uhurcbyard lie, 
My sister and my brother ; 
And in the chnrchyard cottage, I 
Dwell near them with my mother." 

' ' You flay that two at Conway dwell, 
And two are gono to aea, 
Yet ya are seven. !— I pray yon tell. 
Sweet maid, bow this may b<i." 

Then did the little maid reply, 

" Seven boya and girls aro we ; 
Two of us in the churchyard lie, 

Beneath the churchyard tree." 

" You mn about, my littla maid. 
Your limbs they are alive ; 
If two are in the chnrchyard laid. 
Then ye aro only five," 

" Their graves aro green, they may be seen," 

The little maid replied, 
" Twelve steps or mora from my mother's door. 

And they are side by side. 
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'' My BtockiogB tliere 1 often knit, 
My kerchiol thera I hem ; 
And there upon the grouud 1 at. 
And fling a aong to them. 

* ' And often aEter gnnsat. Sir, 

When it is light and fur, 

I take my little porringer, 

And eat my supper there. 

"The first that died was sister Jane ; 
In bed aho moamng lay, 
Till Go<i released her of her pain ; 
And than ahe went awiy. 

" So in the churchyard she waa laid ; 
And, when the grass waa dry, 
Together round her grave we played, 
My brother John and 1, 

" And when the gronud was white with ti 
And I coold ma and alide. 
My brother John was forced to go, 
And he lies by her eide." 

" How many are you, then," said 1, 

" It they two are in heaven !" 

Qniek was the little maide reply. 






" Bat they are dead ; thosa tw 
Their spirits are in Learen I'' 
'Twas throwing words nway ; for still 
The little maid would have her will, 
And Bftid. " Nay. we are seven i'" 




You'll bury me, my mother, j list lieneatli tlie hawthorn ahode, 
And yon'U come SDmetimDa and Bee me nhere I am lowly 

laid. 
I aboil not forget you, muther, I ahall bear you when you paea. 
With your feet abo»e my head in the long and pleasant groaa. 

If 1 can I'll come again, mother, from out my restini;- place; 
Though yon'll not see me, mother, I ahull look iipou your 

Though I caEiuot apeak a word, I aholl hearken what you Eay, 
And be often, ottan with you when you think I'm far away. 

It seemed so hard at, lirst, mother, to leave the blessed sun. 
And now it seems as hard to stay, and yet His will bo done ! 
But still I think it can't bu long before 1 find release; 
And that good man, the clergyman, has told me nords n! 
peace. 

O blessingB on his kindly voice and on his silver bair ! 

And blessings on Ms whole life long, until he meet me there ! 

O bItsaingB on his kindly heart and on his silver head I 

A thonsond times 1 bless'd him, as be knelt beside my bed. 

He taught me all the mercy, for he showed me all the aiii. 
Now, though my lamp was lighted late, there's One will let 

Hot would I now be well, mother, again, if that could be. 
For my desire is but to pass to Him that died for mc 

O sweet and strange it seems to me, that ere this day is done. 
The voice that now Is speaking may be beyond the sim — 
Forever and forever with those just Bonis and true — 
And what is life that we should moan? why make we such 
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WORDS OF COMFORT. 



Forever and forever, nil in a Wesaed home^ 

And there to wait a little wMle till you and Effie a 

To lie witMu the liglit of God, iis 1 lie upon your breitat— 

And ttB wicked oeiiao from troubliiig. aiid tUe weary a: 



THE GiliNDMOTHEE. 



So Willy has gone, my beanty, my eldeat-bom, my flower; 
But bow can I weep for Willy, be boa but gone for an lion 
Gone for a minute, my son, from, this room into the next; 
I, too, eball go in a minute. What time bare I to be vcit 1 



I 



ENOCH AEDEN. 



[Enoch Arden baTing gone to BCi, after many years' abaania 
returns to his native pluce, and, wben near bis own end, 
speaks as follows to a friend of bis departed infant: — ] 

And now there is but one of all my blood. 
Who will embrace me in the world-to-bo : 
This is his bair; sbo cat it off and gave it, 
And I have borne it with me all these years, 
And thought to bear it with me to my grave; 
But now my mind is changed, for I sbaU see Mm, 
My babe, in bbss; wherefore, when I am jjone, 
Take, give her this, for it may comfort her: 
a token to her 



nbe. 



THE REAPER AND 1 



THE REAPER AND THE FLOWERS, 

HlSKT WlDSWOCTH LOXOFKltOW, IJ*1I, 

Thsbb is a RBttper, whoae name is Deatli, 

And, with hia sickle kean, 
He reaps the bearded grain ab a breath, 

And the flowers that grow betweea. 

" Shall 1 have nought that is fair !" saith he— 
" Have nonght but the bearded grain ? 
Thongh the breath of these fiDwers is sweet to m 
I wiU give them all baak agaio." 

He gazed at the flowers with tearful eyes, 

He kissed their droopiog leaves ; 
U was far the Lord of Poradiae 

He bound them in his sheaves. 

" My Lord has need of these ttowerota gay," 

The Reaper said, and stniled ; 
" Doar tokens of the earth are they. 

Where Ho was once a child. 

" They shall all bloom in ticlds of light, 
Traiuplanted by my citre ; 
And saints, upon their garments white. 
These sacred blossoms wear." 

And the mother gave, in teara and pain. 

The Flowers she most did love ; 
She knew she ahoold Hud them all Again 

In the fields of light above. 

O, not in cruelty, not in wrath, 

The Reaper came that day ; 
'Twas an Angel visited the green earth. 

And took the flowers awav. 



WOKDS or OOHFOST. 

"RESIGNATION." 

H. W. LoKOFei.ijB, LT., II, 
TilEliE IB no flock, however watched and tendtJ , 

But one dead lamb is there 1 
There is no fireside, howaoe'er defended, 

Bnt has one meant chair ; 

The ftir ie full of farewells to the dyinj^ 

And muumlngB for the dead : 
The heart of Rachel, for har children crying. 

Will not be comforteil. 

Let iiB be patient ! theae severe afflictions 

Not from the groond arise, 
But oftentimeB celartial benedictiaiiH 

Aasamc this dark disguise. 

We see bnt dimly through the mistB ami vaponra 

Amid these earthly damps; 
What seem to us but sad, funereal tapers. 

May be Heaven's distant lomp-s. 

There is no Death! what seems so is trvisitiuii : 

This life of mortal breath 
la but a Buburb of the life elysiau, 

Whose portal ve call Death. 

She is not dead— the child of (.urjiffeotion— 

But gone unto that school 
Where she no longer needs our poor protection. 

And Christ Himself doth nile, 

in that great cloister's stillness and aeclusioii. 

By guardian angels led, 
Safe from temptation, safe fniin sin's pollutioii. 

fihe livei whom we call tttail 



" RBSIGNATIOK. 

Day after day n-e tliiiiU wiiat alie is doing, 

In those bright realms of air; 
Year after year, her tender steps parsuijiL;, 

Bohold her grown more fair. 

ThoH do we walk with Uar, aiiJ. keep unbr<ikcii 

The bond whdeh nature gives, 
Thinking that our remembrance, thoi^h unapokeL 

May reach her where she lives. 

Not as a cJuld shall we again behold her; 

For when with raptures wild 
In our embraces we again enfold her. 

She will not be a child; 

But a fair maiden, in her father's manaiiin, 

Clothed with colostial grace ; 
And beautiful with all the soul's expansion 

Shall we behold her face. 

Aad though at times, impetuoua with emotion 

And anguish long suppressed, 
The swelling heart heaves moaidng lilie the ocean 

That cannot he at rest — 

We will be patient, and assuage the feelinij 

We cannot wholly stay ; 
By gileneo sanctifying, not conooaling. 

The grief that must have way 



WORDS OF COUFOItT. 

S D S P I R I A. 

llESILV W. LOHRfEUOW. LL.D. 

Take them, O Death ! and bear away 
Whatever thou canst call thine own ! 

Thine imagu, stamped upon this clay, 
Doth giTc thee that, but tbot alone ! 

Take tbem, O Grave! and let them lie 
Folded upon thy narrow shelyea, 

Aa garments by the soul laid by, 
And precious only to ourselves ! 

Tnke them, great Eternity 1 

Our little life is hut a gust, 
That bends the branches ot thy tree, 

And trails its blossoms in the dust ! 



BERKELEY AND FLORENCE COLEEIDGE, J 



O FRAIL as sweet '■ twin buds, too rath to bear 

Tho winter's unkind air; 

gifts beyond bU price ! no sooner given 

Than straight required by Heaven; 

Match'd jewels, vainly for a moment lent 

To deck my brow, or sent 

Untainted from the enrtb, as Christ's, to soar, 

And add two spirits more 

To that dread band seraphic, that doth lie 

Beneath the Almighty's eye ; — 

Glorious the thought— yet, ah! my babot, ohl still | 

A father's henrt ye fill; 



UNDYING LOVE. 

Though aolA je lis in eortli — though gentle Ueatli 

Hath sucked your halmy breath. 

And the Liat kisa which your fair cheeks I gave 

la Iniried in you grave. 

No tears, no te;iTS — I wish them not again. 

To die for them was vain, 

Ere Doubt, or Fear, or Woe, or act of Sin 

Had marr'd God's iiglit within.' 



UNDYING LOVE. 

Robert SnuiHEt, LL.D. 

Tkev ain who tell ua Love can die. 

With life all other paeaioiiB By — 

All others are hut vanity, 

In heaven amhition cannot dwell, 

Sot avarice in the vaults of hell ; 

Earthly thfse pasaions o! the earth. 

They perish where they have their hirth ; 

Eut Love is indeatruotihle : 
Ita holy name for over bumeth, 
From heaven it came, to heaven returnetli. 
Tod oft on earth a troubled guest. 
At times deceived, at times oppreat, 

It here is tried and purified, 
Then hath in heaven its perfect rest : 
It soweth here with toil and care, 
But the harvest time of Love is there. 
Oh I when a mother meets on high 
The bahe she loat in infancy. 
Hath she not then, tor poinH and fears, 
The day of woe, the watchful night, 
For all her sorrow, all her tears. 
An oier-payment of delight ! 
B. Us Siuuiiol T.iylur Coleridge. Lrmdon; EdwanJ MoTOn4ci 



25(1 woBDs OP TOinx>KT. 

A FLOWER TRANSPLANTED. 

BoBIHlT BUIIBS, 

(Oil on snlv DaanhUr ic/.n liicA n Aulnmn IT-.'il.) 
O SWUKT be thy aleep in thu litnil of tlic grave, 

My dear little angel, for ever : 
For ever T-.-0 no ! let not man be a alavu, 

HiB hopes from existence to sever. 
Thongh cold be the clay where thou pillow'sb thy head. 

In the dark ailent mansions of sorrow, 
The spring shall retnm to thy low narrow Leil, 

Lihe the beam of the day-star to-morrou-. 
The flower stem sliall bloora like thy sweet eeraph tocin, 

Ere the spoiler had nipt thee in blosaom, 
When thon Blinink'at from theacowl of the load winter at 

And nestled tliea close to that boaoiii. 
O still I behold thee, all lovely in death. 

Reclined in the Isip of thy mother, 
When the tear trickled bright, when the short stilled b 

Told how dear yo were aye to each other. 
My ohUd, thou art gone to the home of thy rest. 

Where suffering no longer can hirm ye. 
Where the songs of the good, where the hymns o! the lilal 

Through an endless existence shall charm thee. 



Hbus lies a rose, a budding rose, 

Blasted baf are its bloom ; 
Whose innocence ilid sweets disclose 

Beyond that flower's pert mne. 
To those who for her loss are griev'd 

This consolation's givea — 
She's from a world of woe regoiv'd 

And blooms a, rose in Heaven. 



K OF THK OBUKCHTAHD CmLDRE!|-. 



aONQ OF THE CHOHCHYAIID CHILDREN. 



La 1 through the churchyard comes a. compLiDy sweet 
Of ghosted inf aat9 — who baa loosed their feet ? 
Linked hand in hand, tliis way thej glide along ; 
Bnt list their BoCtly-madalated song : — 

Our good Lord Chriat on high 

Has let HB forth a space, 

To see the moonlit place 

Where onr little bodies lie. 

Bu:k He will call us, at His dear command 

We'll run again unto the happy land. 

O'er each unbltmiaheJ head 
No thunder-cloud unsheaths its terrors reil; 
Mildtaaobing gleams those beauteous Getda invei 
Won from the kingdoms of perpetual rest 

Stony Eiichajitmeut there, 
Nor Dimatioo frights; 
Nor hoary witch with her blue lighta. 
And caldi'oo's swarming glare ; 
There are no muttered spells. 
Envy, nor Clamour loud; 
Nor Hatred, on whose head for ever dwells 
A snllen cloud. 
There is uo fiend's dissembling, 
Nor the deep.furrowod garment of trembliug, 
But the robes of lucid air, 
all is gomt and fair' 

Unto the Lamb we'll sing, 
Who givtri 113 each glad thiii^. 



For Mercy aits with Him upon Hia throne; 
Tor there Hia gentle keeping is revealed, 
O'er eocli yonng head select a glory and e. sbield. 1 
Wide be Hia praiaEH known ! 

And in the end of days, 

Our little heads He'U raise 

Unto Himself, unto Hia bosom dear. 

Far from the outcast fear 

Of them, oh ! wo who make their beds in fire. 

Sons ohall we be of the celestial prime, 

Breathing the air of Heaven's djliuiona clime. 

Walking in white attire. 

With God Himself subhme.* 



WEEP NOT FOR HEK! 
"Delta," is MactKotd't Maaaziii, imlltn in 1360. 
Wekp not for her! — Oh she was far too fair. 

Too pure to dwell on this guilt-taiated earthl 
The sinless glory, and the golden air 

Of Zion, seemed to claim her from her birth — 
A spirit wandering from its native none : 
Which soon discov'ring took her for its own: 
Weep not for herl 

Weap not for her!— her span was like the flkj; 

Whose thousand stars shine beautiful and bright; 
Like dowers that know not what it is to die ! 

Like long-link'd shndeless montha of Polar light; 
Like music floating o'er a wavelesa lake. 
While Echo answers from the flowery brake, 
Weep not for her! 
Foetical WurliH of Ttioniii'i Aird. K^llnhiirgli and London 
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Weep not for herl — She died in early youth, 

Ere hope hod lost its ricH romantic hues; 
When humoQ bosoms seem'd the homes of truth, 

And earth still gleam'd with, beauty's radiant dews, 
Her Eommer prime waned not to days that freeze; 

Her wine of life was run uofc to the Icea ; 

Weep not for her I 

Weep not for her ! — By fleet or slow decay, 

It never griev'd her bosoin'a core to mark 
The playmates of her childhood waiio SiWay, 

Her prospects wither, or her hopes grow dark; — 
Translated by her God, with spirits shriven, 
She passed as 'twere in smiles from earth to heaven: 

Weep not for her! 
Weep not for herl — It was not hers to feel 

The miseries that corrode amassing years, 
'Gainst dreams of baflled bliss the heart to steel, 

To wander sad down Age's vale of tears, 
As whirl the wither'd leaves from Frieodship'H tree. 
And on earth's wintry world alone to be; 
Weep not for her! 
Weep not for her! — She is an angel now. 

And treads the sapphire Q^ors of Paradise, — 
All darkness wiped from hor refulgent brow. 

Sin, Borrow, suffering, banished from her eyes ; 
Tictorioufl over death, to her appear 
The viata'd joys of Heaven's eternal year; 
Weep cot fur her! 
Weep not for her! — Her memory is the shriue 

Of pleasing thoughts, soft aa the scent of flowers. 
Calm as on windless eve the sun's decline. 

Sweet US the sung of birds among the bowers. 
Biob OS a rainbow with its hues of light. 

Fare as the moonshine of an autumn night: 
Weep not for her! 



4 WORnS OF COMPOKT. 

Weep not for hor!— There ia no cause for woe; 

Bnt rather nerve the spirit, thnt it wnJk 
I'nahrinking o'er the thorny paths below, 

And from earth's low defilements keep thee back: 
So, when a, few fleet scTering years have flown, 
She'll meet thee at He:iTen's gate — and lead thee on! 
Weep not for her! 



HOME TRIAL. 



1 NEVEK thought of him and death, eo far apart thoy « 
The lave that would have died to save of dan 

dream' d ; 
Too late the fear that prompted help — too late the yearmng 

Yet who that saw bis lnstroua face oonld donbt that death 
would sjiare ! 

Oh, could my pangs have lightened hla, or eased hia fwliog 

breath. 
I wDold have drain'd the bitter cup had every drop been death ; 
Bnt though I drank his agony until my heart o'erflow'd, — 
From off the bttle sufferer'a breast I could not lift the load. 

It waigh'd him down ; I saw him sink away from life and me; 
Crief waded in the gentlest eyes ; my own could scarcely sea; 
He look'd so calm, ho felt so cold — all hope, all life had fled — 
A cry of pain would have been sweet, but pain itself was dead. 

They took his form of innoeoucc, :iiud strctch'd it out alone ; 
Tears fell npon the pulseless clay, like rain-drops upon stone , 
They closed his eyes of beauty, for thuir glory was o'ercaat. 
And sorrow drew its deepest iliadefroni pl^idiiessthat wn^past. 



HOME TRIAL. 

The BDH wan iax,j in fhe heavena that day our darling died, 
And longer wore away the night wc misa'd him, from our side; 
All Bleep was scared by weary aobs from one wild heart and 

The only deep in all the hnnse, ray innooBnt ! wna thine. 

I made umd iaqucet of the akiea; I breathed an inward paalm : 
The stkrs bum'd inceuae at (iod'a feet — 1 grew mora strong 

and calm ; 
I ntter'd brave and aoothing words as was my manhood's part, 
Then hurried speechlessly away to hide the father's heart. 

His cofiin-crib a soft hand detk'd with tlowera of sweetest 

To beauty and decay akin, their living breath they lent ; 
Bat oevec cavild they breath impsrt whence other breath had 

Ah roe! affeotion'a helpleasneaa, when death has claiin'd his 

Oar child was now God's holy child, yet still he linger'd herei~~ 
Oh, could we but have kept him thus, the pictured dnst how 

Llut soon the grave its summons writ upon the black'ning lips. 
And wbereaoe'er I louk'd for light, I only saw eclipse. 

There was no loveliness iu ilowers, in human eyes, or books ; 
Dear hotiaehold faces Sitted round with pain'd uid ghostly looks; 
A shadow muffled like a mist the splendours of the diy, 
And sorrow speaking to the night took all ita stars away. 

No more nugbt fair bands fondly smooth the pillow for his 

The joylasa toak was now all mine to lay him in liia bad ; 
I laid hitn in bia enrth-cold bed, and buried with liiin there 
The hope that trimibling on its knees expired 'mid brakeu 



woans OF uovtobt. 

Ax in tlie rouud and beauteous bud tba promiBe we may trai 
Of the unfolded perfect Hower, I used to read bla face, 
Till love gromi rash in prophecy foretold him brave an 

strong — 
A battler for the true and right, a trampler on tha vroiig. 

Had 1 my life to live again I know how I would live. 
And all the wisdom I have learn'd to him I meant to give— V 
To bleaa hia glowing boyhood with the ripeneaa of my age. 
And train him up a better man, to tread a nobler stage : 

To train him up a perfect man the crown of life to win. 
With kingly chastity of thought to awe rebellious sin. 
With all tha light thrown forward of a bright u 

youth— 
A Boul as pure as doister'd love, and strong as castled tmft.~] 

His lot, how happy had it been, with age to guard and guide! 
And yet he might have proved a sire — hlB darling might have 

If so, 1 need not canvass more the heaveos why this shonid be — 
Ah ! better to be early dead, than live to weep like me ! 

Tears I tears I ye nevar caJt be his! The thoagbt my own 
should dry; 

Yet other thoughts and sadder thoughts still brood the foun- 
tains by r 

Why was a treasure to me given, for death so soon to take t 

Oh, may the answer be — a heart grown purer for his sakei 

Striving one day to be myself, of living things 1 thought, 
And musing on my blessings left, a calm was in me wrought. 
Till sliding to my infant's room, all noisolaBaly I atept, 
And shudder'd ae remembrance wota that there no more hu 



The world ia omptied of my cliild, yot ocowdEd with his Iobe ; 
The silence and tho vncioey my eteps for ever croHs ; 
With overy Bound o£ morriment my sorrow ia at strife, 
And happy infauts stare at roe likia pictures wanting life. 

My ojo grows greedy of diatrtss ; — what healthlcas looks 1 

What tear- writ tales of auguiah in the harab unheeding atreet; 
Yet whilo the wasting griefs I trace in other hearts that dwell, 
The sympathy I fain would give my own heart aootheth wclL 

Again, to dwarf my woe, I dream of war and shipwreck dire — 
Of choking pit — -oi crashing train — of fierce o'ormastering fire; 
Alas! the thoosand frantic ills, whiuh some are doomed to 

O God ! how sweetly died my child 'midst miniBtriea of love ! 

So gently wail, ye pleasant winds! and weep ye silver showers ! 
Thou shadow of the cypress tree lia lightly on the Howers ! 
The snmmer has its mildews, and the daylight haa its clouds. 
And some put on their marriage robea, while some are clad in 

shrouds. 
Thus o'er the gleaming track of life the generations run- 
Do they to clodded darkness paaa, or to a brighter sun ! 
Does nothing spiritual ascend 1 can sonl bccomQ a aod ? 
Is man on earth au orphan t is creation void of God ? 
Is the resplendent cope of night deserted, drear, and deail I 
Does no great ear lean down to catch the prayers hy good men 

la groan of mncder'd patriot, or shout of martyr'd saint. 
As idle as on savage shores the homeless ocean's plaint ! 

Above the lands that front the aky in the illumined east, 
The stars hang low and large like lamps at some immortal feast. 
AM from those lands so near to heaven have wondrous voices 



I 



God'a eternal fatherhood, and man's 



258 WOHDS OF OOUFOBT. 

1 DUTvel, then, dear child of mine t whom 'Death the grou I 

laid. 
If wing'dond bright, aapiritnow, though scarcely purer made, 
Thou liv'st in Hi a almighty care in maDsiuna of the skiea '. 
Oh Bay, wilt thou come down to me, or I to thee arise ? 

Great mysteries are round thee, child ! imlmown or dim to 

But yet I cannot dread the death made beautiful by thee ; 
The path thy little feet have trod I may not fear to tread. 
And so 1 follow in the dark, as by an angel led.* 



OUK FIRST TAKEN. 

Bev. Walter C, Shith, D.D., Gusoow. 

Sit close heddo me, dearest wife ; 

Wb are together, if alone ; 
The dew npou the bloom of life 

Ib gathered, and the bloom is gone ; 
And part of ua ia in the grave. 

And part ia in the beaveo above ; 
But stronger is the tie we have 

In mingled cords of gcief and love. 

Sit very near, and let me dry 

Thifl tear that triuklea down thy cheek, 
And this that tremblca in thine eye ; 

For it is time that we should speak : 
The choking stupor of the hour 

Is past, when weeping was relief ; 
Now yield thee to a gentler power — 

The tender memory of grief. 
B of Middle Age, and otter Poedis. By jHinoa Haddpn 



CUE FIBST TAKEK. 

I^'s talk of her— our little one 

Wio walJtB above the milky way, 
Arrayed in glory like the Bun 

That lightens the eternal day ; 
The little gift thut we did make 

To God, by whom the boon was given — 
He wished it, deeming she would take 

Our hearts away with her to heaven. 

Remember that BWeut time when hope 

Sat brooding o'er its future joy, 
And low, fond laughter wakened up 

With bets upon s. girl or boy ; 
And Uttle caps in secret sewn. 

Were hid in many a (luiet nook ; 
You knew the secret to be known. 

Yet hid them with a guUtj look. 

Kemembor all the gush of thought 

When firflt upon your arm she lay. 
And all the pain was all forgot, 

And all the fears were smiled away ; 
And looking on her helplessness 

Awakened strong resolve in yon. 
And mother-love, and tender grace ; 

And all was beautiful and new. 

For you were sure, a week before. 

That you should never live to soe 
A baby laughing on the floor, 

Or placid lying on the knee, 
Oi l.'ud on my angainly hand 

That always feared to let her slip. 
Or held up, with a fond command. 

For pressure of a fsither's lip. 



WORDS OF COMFORT. 

aweet bud, floworing dewy brigiit 

To crown our love's rejoicing af 
great eyes wondering in their light, 

With loDg dark lashea fringing them '. 
And over these the forehead broad, 

And then her full and parted lips 
And rounded chio, meet for a god, 

And pink shells on her finger-tips ! 

Most beautiful her liEe I and we 

Were oven too fidl of happineas : 
As dewy flowers hang droopingly, 

O'erburdened with the weight of bliss, 
And, fearful lest the treaaure apill. 

Close up their petals to the light, 
So we forgot all, good or ill, 

To clasp to us that dear ddight 

Itemember how we noted aU 

Her little looks and winning ways,. | 
And how she let her eyelids fall "" 

As I waa wont in wooing days ; 
And held her little Soger up 

But when the smile was on her lip, 
Lo I all the beaming face was thinftM 

U aay not she was only seen, 

Ijke Bong-bird lighting on thetre< 
A moment, while the leavea were gi 

Filling the boughs with melody. 
And then, when hope arose Ecrene, 

She left ua aadjer than before ; 
And better she had never been. 

Than leave ua stricken to deplore. 



TEB CHILD B AHCEI> 

And was it notliiiig then to feel 

A motlier's love, and do her part, 
While soft haoda o'er the bonom atuol. 

And soft cheoka press against the heart 1 
Nay, let us kneel together, love, 

And bow tbe head, and kisEi the rod ; 
We gave an heir to heaven above, 

A child to praise the Christ of God. 

He ■would have infant trebles ringing 

The glorifB of the great I AM ; 
He wonld have childiab voices singing 

The hallelujaha of the Loinb ; 
And shall we faint in griefs desire 

Because this grace to us is given, 
To have a babe amid tbe choir 

White-robed around tbe throne of heaven t 

We had a joy unto us giv<:n 

Transcending any earthly pleaaancc ; 
We had a. measanger froni heaven ; 

Let us be better for her presence. 
Our mother earth where she is laid 

Is dearer to my heart for her ; 
We have snoh kindred with the dead. 

The very grave ia lightaomer.* 

THE CHILD'S ANGEL. 

EiDBR sister, elder brother. 
Come and go around the mother, 

As she bids them come and go; 
But the babe in her embrace 
Rests and gajies on her face. 

And is most happy so, 
■ naad Wordi, Mciy, 18113: Lgiia.-.D. A. StraliBn ii C... 



W0HD3 OF COMTOBT. 

Dropping from her lipa and eyes, 
Soft and hidden harmonies 

Steal into her Infant's lieart : 
Mirror'd in clear doptha beloiv, 
Oleama of mystic beanty Sow, 

And fis, and ne'er depart 

Christ, our Lord, in Hia evangel, 
Telia UB how the young child's angel. 

In the world of heavenly rest, 
Qazes in enraptured trance 
On His Father's ci 

And is 




Other angels come and go, 
Ajs the I,ord will, to and fro: 

Some to earth, on missions fleet. 
Some stand singing, some ore winging 
Their swift flight, and homeward bringing 

The saved to Jesus' feet. 

Aiig[el hosts all mingling, changing. 
Circle above circle ranging. 

Marsh ailing, throng God's holy place: 
But the children's angels, dearest 
To the Father's heart, come nearest, — 

They always aee His face . 

And oh ! if earthly bcanty, beaming 
From frail mother's face, rush streaming 

Deep into her infant's heart, — 
What rare beauty must theirs he. 
Heavenly God, who gaze un Thee, 

Who see Thee as Thou art ! 



THE DEPARTED NIGH. 



Departed, say we ? is it 

Departed, or Come Nigh! 
Dear frienda in Cliriat more visit 

Than leave us wien they die. 
WTiat thiu vail atill may hide them 

Some little sicknesH renda. 
And, lo ! we atacd beside tUem; 

Are thoy departed friends ? 
Their dews on Zion moDntaiii 

Our Heriuon liills bedew; 
Their river from the Fonntaitt 

Flows down to meet as, too. 
The oil on the head, and under, 

Dovn to the skirts hath run; 
And though we seem asunder. 

We stiU in Christ are one. 
Tho many tides ot oceaii 

Are one vast titlal wave, 
That sweeps, in landwsj'd motion. 

Alike to coast and cave; 
And Life, from Chriat outflowing, 

To earth's dark eavems going, 

Or haaven'a bright pearly shore. 
Hail, perfected immortals 1 

Even now we bid yon iail ! 
}Pe at the blood-.ntained portals. 

And ye within the vaill 
The thin cloud^vail between us 

la mere diaaolviug breath, 
One heavena snrround, and soreon ubi 

And where art thou, — Death ! 
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THE INFANT CHOIE IN HEAVEN. I 

James MoNMou Ell y. She)t[eld. 

Happv, tlirice hippy ware they thus to die. 
Rather than grow into such men njid women — 
Such fiends incanWite aa that felon airo 
Who dug its grave before hia child waa bom ; 
Such miaerable wretches as that mother 
Whose tender meroiea were so deadly cruel ! 
I aaw their infant's spirit rise to heaven, 
(.'aught from its birth up to the throne of God ; 
There, thousands and ten thousands I beheld 
Of iimocentB like this, that died uctimeiy. 
By vEolence of their nnnaturaJ kin, 
Or by the mercy of that grttciona Power, 
Who gave them being, taking what He gave 
Ere they could aiii or Buffer like their parents. 
I saw them in white raiment, crowned with flow* 
On the fair banha of that resplendent river 
Whose Btreama make glad the city of our God- 
Water ct Life iiB clear as crystal, welling 
Forth from the throne itself, and visiting 
Fields of a Paradise that ne'er wag lost ; 
Where yet the Tree of Life immortal grows. 
And hears its monthly fmits, twelve kinda of fnii^^ 
Each in its season, food of saints and angels j 
Whose leaves are for the healing of the nations. 
Beneath the shadow of its blessed boughs 
I mark'd those rescued infants, in their schools. 
By spirits of just men made perfect, taught 
The glorious lessons of Almighty Love, 
Which brought them thither in the readiest path 
Prom the world's wilderness of dire temptations, 
Securing thus their everlasting weaL 




Yea, in the rapture of that hoar, though aonga 
OF uhcrabim to golden lyres and trumpets, 
And the redeemed upou the sea of glass, 
With voices like the sound of many waters, 
Came on mine ear, whose secret cells were open'd 
To eatertain celestial harmonies — 
The small, sweet acuonts of those little children. 
Pouring out all the gladness of their souls 
In love, joy, gratitude, and praise to Him— 
Him who had tov'd and waah'd them in his blood ; 
These were to rae the most tranaporting atraina 
Amidst the hallelujahs of all Heaven. 
Though lost awhile in that araaang chorus 
Around the throne, at happy intervals 
The shrill hosannas of the infant choir. 
Singing in that eternal temple, brought 
Tears to mine eye, whilst seraphs had beeu glad 
To weep, could they have felt the sympathy 
That melted all my sool, when I beheld 
How condescending Deity thus deign 'd, 
Ont of the mouths of babes and sucklings here, 
To perfect Hia high praise ; — the harp of heaven 
Had Inck'd its least but not its meanest string, 
Had children not been taught to play npon it. 
And sing, from feelings all their own, what men 
Nor angels can conceive of creatures, bora 
Under the curse, yet from the curse redeem'd, 
And placed at once beyond the power to taU^ 
Safety which men nor angels ever knew, 
Till ranks of these, and alt of those bad fallen. ' 
* rDllcEin TaliLniL By ilpiineB UotitgDmfiTy, Loud'in! EilwordMoxon di 
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"SLEEr SOFTLY." 

ItlCMAKIi CjlESEVEi: TllEStn, D.I)., inCHfllSHOP OF Dl 

No moUier's eye beside thea wakes to-night. 

No taper bums beside thy hmely bed ; 
DarkUsg thou licet, hidden out of eight, 

And none are Dear thee bat the silent dead. 

flow cheerly glows tMa hearth, yet glows in viiiu, 

For we uncheerod beaide it ait alone. 
And Uatan to the wild and beating rain 

In angry gnsts against our caaement blown : 

And though we nothing apeak, yet well I know 
That both our liearta ore there, where thou dost k 

Within thy narrow chamber far below, 

For the first time luiwatched, thy lonely Bleep : 

Oh no, not thou !— and we our faith deny. 
This thought allowing : — thou, removed from ham 

In Abraham's bosom dost soouraly he — 

Oh ! not in Abraham's — in a Saviour's anna — 

In that dear Lord's who in thy worst distress. 
Thy bitterest anguish, gave thee, dearest child, 

Still to abide in perfect gentleness, 

And like an angcl to be meek and mild. 

Sweet com of wheat, committed to the ground 
To die, and lire, and boar mare precious ear ; 

While in the heart of earth thy Saviour found 
Hia place of reat, for thee we will not fear. 

Sleep Boftly, till that bleased rain and dew. 
Sown lighting upon earth, aucli change shall bring, * 

That all ita fields of death shall laugh anew, 
Yeo, with a living harvest Inugh and sing. 



HORATIAK HYMN. 



MORAVIAN HYMN. 



Wheiib is this infant! it is gone — 
To whom? to ChriBt, its Saviour trne. 

What does He for it? He goes on 
Aa He has ever done, to do: 

He blesaeB, He embraces without end. 

And to all children proves tlie tenderest friend. 

He loves to have the little ones 

Upon His lap quite close and near; 
And tbas their glasa ao swiftly runs, 

And they so little while are near. 
He gave — He takes them when He thinks it biist 
For them to come to Him and take their rest. 

However, 'tis a great delight 

Awhile to aea such Ettle princes, 
AH drest in linen fine and white — 

A beauty which escapea the aenses : 
The pure Lamb dwells in them — His majesty 
Makes their sweet eyes to aparkle gloriously. 

Be therefore thanked, thoa dearest Lamb, 
That wo this precious child have seen. 

And that Thy blood and Jesus' name 
To it a guttering robe hath been : 

We thank Thee too that Thou hast broaght it homo. 

That it so soon all dangers hath o'ercomc. 

Dear chOd, so live thou happily 
In Christ, who was thy faith's beginner : 

Rejoice in Him eternally 
With each redeemed and happy sinner ; 

Wo bury theo in hope — the Lamb onca alain 

Will raise, and we shall see thee yet again. 



■vrORDS OF COMFORT. 

THE WHITE DOVES. 

AHCHsitHur Tbexch. 
Fair sight are ye, wliitc doves, which refuge sut 

Are iindjng in n tall rock's cloven side : 
Types of a fairer thing, of children pure. 

Which early did their iivt-s with Jeans hide. * 

THE CHILD IN PARADISE. 

My hlessed child ! Laat Sunday mom,'!' 

That feast of all the year. 
We held thee in our wearied arms. 

Distraught with hope aiid fear : 
We soothed thee with caresses fond ; 

With words, alas, how vain ! 
We strove to stilt thy piercing mouu,-J 

And set to sleep thy pain. 
But still the thought would ever rise 

In stern reahty, 
Bl b^anced by returuing hope, 

That our dear child would die. 
.\nother Handay mom is come, 

But all is altered now : 
Pilgrims upon this earth are we, 

A blessed saint urt thou. 
No mother now beside thy bed 

Lets fall her burning tears ; 
No father bathes thy fevered head, 

Nor whispeca rising fears. 

■dClienovlsTnuifL, D.I 



That form so fair, those eyes so br[ght. 
Are laid iu hallowod ground, 

And over them the churchyard chimes 
A peaceful requiem sound. 

But thou, dear, glorious child, art Bed, 

And ou thy Saviour's hreast 
DoKt for the n 



In holy ijuiet reat. 

Oh, never would wc change this hour. 

With blessed hope so bright, 
For that sad day of fainting prayera, 

For that last auxiouB night. 

The earth and all that is therein 

Axe hallowed to us now ; 
In work, at rest, at home, abroad. 

Where'er we turn art thon. 

Thou bleased child in Faradiee, 
Safe fled from sin and pain ; 

Ob, not for all thy life could givu 
Sbonldst thou bo here again. 

FAITH. 

Hbnbv Almbd, D.D. 

I THOUGUi, if I could go and stand 
Beside our dear one's grave in Faith, 

And lift the voice and stretch the hand. 
And call ou Him who conquered death ; 

And thea, in my reliance deep, 

Bid the new-biiried corpse come forth, — 
The call of faith would break that sleep, 

And animate that lifetcaa earth. 




That I was weak, and soiled with sin, — 
That faith must stroDg and holy bo. 

"Raiie up tho doadnuaa of thy soul. 
Be puie and watch, and fast and pray ; 

Then mayeet thou bid the eick be whole, 
Then shall the dead thy Toioe obey." 

Lord God the Spirit ! purify 

My thoiighta,— bind faat my life to Thee ; 
So shall X meet my babe on high, 

Though he mnj not return to me. 

LACEYME PATERN.^. 

HtSttv AuoiiD, D.D. (IMO.) 
Here take thy stand ; within this chajmber lone 
That looks upon the unfathomable blue 
Of the blest oooan, take thy stand awhile— 
Ah, moumfal taakl and watch yon fading face 
So lately lit with love and eager joy 
Now blank, but beautifol ! Trace thou those lines 
WHch death had spared; buUd up that noble brow. 
Part the fair hair, and mimic with thy brush 
That curl, whose very flexure tells of him, 
PreoiooB thine art — God's gift : — how often said 
How never felt till now! This Autumn day 
We leave thee here with him. Death, cease thy ii 
Forget thy course, Decay ! One favouring hour 
Befriend our wish, how earnest, but how vaini 

sweet refroahmcnt to tho wearied heart, 
This converse with th' unalterable dead! 

1 know not where, nor rightly what thou art : 
I only know that thou art blest and bright, 



Unfading and mine own ; and thua T ait 

Long pensive hoors alone, scarce stirred in thought. 

Scanning thy preseoee through a miat ot tears. 

Others may change, but thou ehelt oever change : 

FoigetfulneiS, and distance, and neglect. 

The chilla of earthly love— the stealthy pace 

Of summer- stealing age — these touch not thee : 

That heart of thine, freah well of living love, 

Hadst thou been here, might in long years have failed, 

»Or poared on thankleaa fielda ita errant streams, 
Or poured away (such aad viciasitudes 
We leam to look for, who live long on earth) 
Else-whither in abnudaQCe, sparing here 
Few drops and ^ant. But now, beloved one. 
That ovorlasting fonnt ia all our own. 
They tell me, that we soon shall meet again : 

I That some have heard the mighty chariot wheels 
Boar in the distance ; that the world's salt teara 
Are cleaving their last furrows in her chceka. 
It may be so : I know not. Oft the ear 
Attent and eager for some coming friend, 
Constraes each breeze among the vocal bougha 
Into the tokens of his wished approach. 
Bnt this I know : HE liveth, and shall stand 
Upon this eart^h : and round Him, thick ai waTes 
That laugh with light at noon, Dncounted hoata 
Of His redeemed : and this I further know : 
Then shall T sec thoe — amidst all that band. 
Know thee nnsought : and midet a thousand joys 
InsSable — our own shall we posscBS, 
Clasped heart to heart and looking eye to eye. 

»0 dawn, milleninl day 1 Come, blessed mom! 
Appear, Desire of Nations ! rend Thy heavens, 
And stand revealed, upon thy chosen hill I" 
•The Pooaoal Works of Henry Alfunl. T D., Dean of Cnnlorbuty 
London: Aleiaiiiier SfrobiuL 
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THE FAUiKST FLOWER, 

JOHS MiLTOS. 

O Fairest flower, no sooner blown but^blaateil. 
Soft BJlien primrose fndiog timBlcasly, 
Summer's chief honour, if tlion hiulat out-loated 
Bleak Winter's force that made tliy bloBaora drj- ; 
For he being amorous on that lovely die 

That did thy cheak envermeil, thought to kiaa. 
But kill'd, alas, and then bewailed his fatal blisa. 



Yet can I not persuade me thou art dead. 

Or that thy corse oomipts iu earth's dark womb, 

Or that thy bcautioa lie in wormy bed. 

Hid from the world in a low delved tomb ; 

Could Heaven, for pity, thee so strictly doom ? 

Oh no ! for something in thy face did Bhina 
Above mortality, that show'd thou wast divine. 

Eoeolve me, then, Haul moat surely bless'd 
(If so it be that thou these plaints dost hear). 
Tell me, bright Spirit, where'er thou hovereat. 
Whether above that high lirat-moving sphere. 
Or in the Elysian iields (if such there were) : 
Oh aay me true, if thou wert mortal wight. 
And why from ua so quickly thou didst take thy Sight M 

Wert thou some star whieh from the rain'd roof 
Of shak'd Olympus by mischance didst fall ; 
Which careful Jove in nature's true behoof 
Took up, and in lit place did reinstall ! 
Or did of late Earth's sons besiege the wall 

Of sheeny Heaven, and thou, some goddess, detl 
Amongst us here below to hidu thy nectar'd head? 



THE FAIBEST FLOVCB. 2 

Or wei't thou that just maid, who once before 
Foraook the hated earth, tell me sooth, 
And cam'at again to visit ua once more ? 
Or wert thou Mercy, that sweet smiling Yoath? 
Or that erown'd matron Bage, white-roted Tnith? 

Or any other of that heavenly brood 
Let dowu in cloudy throne to do the world aome good ? 

Or wert thon o£ the golden-winged host 
Who, having clad thyself iu human weed. 
To earth from thy prefixed seat didst post. 
And after short abode Hy back with speeil, 
Aa if to ahow what creatures HnaTen doth breed; 

Therohy to set the hearts of men on fire 
To aoom the sordid world, and unto Heaven upire? 

But oh ! why didst thou not stay here below 
To blesB as with thy Heaven-loT'd innocence. 
To slake His wrath whom sin had made our foe. 
To turn swift-ruehing black perdition hence! 
Or drive away the aloughtering pestilence, 

To stand 'twixt us and our deserved smart? 
Bat thou canst best perform that office where thoa art. 

Then thou the mother of so sweet a child 
Her falao imagined loaa ceaae to lament, 
And wisely learn to curb thy sorrows wild ; 
Think lithai a preheat (haa to God hast eait. 
And render Him with patience what He lent : 

This if thou do. He will au offspring give. 
That till the- world's lost end shall make thy m 

•John UlItoD wubom In Loudou 
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" STILL THOU ART MINE OWN." 



Thoti'rt mine, yea, still thou art mia« own 

Who telle me than art lost ! 
But yet thou art not mine alone; 

I own that He who crosBDd 
My hopes hua greatest right iu thea; 
Yea, though He oak and take from me 
Thee, O niy bod, my heart's delight, 
My wish, my thought by day and night. 

Ah Slight I wish, ab might 1 choose. 
Then thou, ray Star, ahouldst live, 

And gladly for thy sake I'd lose 
All else that life can give. 

Oh faiu rd aay^ — Abide with me. 

The Eunahine of my house tu be; 

No other joy but thia I crave, 

To love thee, darling, to my grave! 

Thns saith my heart, and means it well, 

God meaneth better still; 
My love is more than words can tell, 

His love ia greater still; 
I am a father. He the Head 
And Crown of fathers, whence is shed 
The life aod love from which have sprung 
All blessed ties in old and young. 

I long for thee, my soa, my own, 

And He who once hath given, 
Will have thee now beside His throne. 

To live with Him in heaven. 
Gerlwrdt vina an ciiilnent coiuiDitot^itor of thu Lutlien 
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H "bull thou abt mink own." 
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^H I cry, Alas! my light, my child! 




W Bat God hath welcome on him Bmiled, 




' And said, " My child, I keep thee near, 




For tfaera is nought but gladnew here." 




Oh blessed word, oh deep decree, 




More holy than wu thiuki 




With God no grief or woo Can 1«, 




Ho bitter cup to drink, 




No sickening hopes, no want nor care, 




No hurt; can ever reauh him thore; 




Yes, in that Father's sheltered home 




I know that sorrow cannot come. 




We pass onr nights in wakeful thought 




For our dear children's sake; 




All day our anxious toll hath sought 




How best for them to make 




A future safe from care or need. 




Xet seldom do our Bchemes sncceedi 




How mrely does their futute prove 


^^^^^^H 


What we had planii'd for those wo love! 


^^^H 


How many a child of promise bright 


^^^H 


Ere now hath gone astray, 


^^^^^^H 


By ill example taught to alight 


^^^^^^H 


And quit Christ's holy way. 


^^^^^^H 


Oh fearful the reward is then. 


^^^^^^H 


The wrath ..( God, the scora of men! 


^^^^^^H 


The bitterest tears by mortal abed 


^^^^^^H 


Are his who monrna a child misled. 


^^^H 


Bat now I need not fear for thee. 


^^^^H 


Where thou art, all is well; 


^^^^^^H 


Pot thou tliy Father's face dost see, 


^^^^^^H 


With Jeaus thou dost dwell! 


n 
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Yea, clomUeaa joys around him sliine, 
Hia heart akeH never a-ctiB like mine. 
He Beca tho radiajit armioa glow, 
That keep sjid guide us here below: 



He hears their singing e' 

HiB little voice too ainga, 
He drinks of wiadora'a deepest lora. 

He apeaka of secret tblngB, 
That we can naver aea or know 
Howe'er we seek or strive below, 
While yet amid the miats we atand 
That veil this dark and tearful land. 

Oh that I could but watch afar, 

And hearken bnt awhile, 
To that sweet song that hath no jar, 

And see hia heavenly smile 
Ab ho (loth praise the holy God 
Who made him pure for that abode! 
In tears of joy full well I know 
This burden'd heart would overflow. 

And I should aay — Stay thnre, my son, ^ 

My wild laments are o'er, 
well for theo that thou haet won, 

I call thee back no more; 
But come, thou Rery chariot, come. 
And bear me awiftly to that honie, 
Where he with many a loved one dwell^f 
And evermore of gladaesa telk! 

Then be it as my Father wills, 

I will not weop tor thee; 
Thou livBst, joy thy spirit fills, 

Pure Bunahine thou dost see. 



"OO HBNGE, MT QHIU). 

The suiuiliiiie of eternal reat: 

Abide, 1117 child, where then art, blest; 

J with our friends will onward fare, 

And, when God wills, shall find thee there.' 



"GO HENCE, MT CHILD." 

(T;-aiulalai/nim Ihe Birman. dji tlie Rev. John Gutbrie, I 
Go hence, my child 1 
God calls thee to depart 



\ 



I 



From out thia world of woe. 
I weep full Hore ; thy death haa rung my heart ; 

God wills it BO, 
I'll put all vain laments away, 
And try, with soul resigned, to say. 
Go hence, my child ! 
Go heaoe, my child 1 
> me thou, wert but lent 
A while on earth to roam ; 
And now the summonB comes ; thy day is spent ; 

And thou must hie thee home. 

Then go, for 'tis God's wise decree, 

And Bi He wills, ao lot it bo : 

Go hence, my child ! 

Go hence, my child I 

Thou find'st in heaven that rest 

Which earth could not bestow ; 
*TiB only with thy God thou canst be blest. 

Without one trace of woe. 
Here we miiat grieve and ioly pins. 
There endless life and bliss are thine : 
Go hence, my child I 
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ce, my child ! 
We follow all apace, 

Aa Ood may bid ua go. 
Forth didst thou haate, ere yet aarth'a bittemeas 

DsiBhed thy young life heloiF. 

A Ufa prolonged 13 lingering pain, 

Ad early death is speedy gain : 

Go hecce, my child ! 

Go hance, my child ! 
Already nngels wait 

To bear thy apirit hright, 
Where God's dear Son ahall meet thee at heaven'a 

And crown thy brows with light. 
"Tia well, thy little soul is free, 
Through Christ thou hast the victory : 
Go hence, my child! 



DANTE'S VISION. 

Now contemplate the Providanca divinB; 
Whence Faith, as viewed on its two SBvetni sides. 
Shall equally in this fair garden shine. 

And know that downward from the lofty throne, 
\Vhich in the middle the two parts divides. 
No one is there through merit of his own, 

But through Another's; and upon conditions; 
For all these aoula freed from the body were^ 
Gre upon choice were founded their volitions. 

This may you be convinced of (it due pains 
You take to mark them, and thair accents hear) 
Both by their looks, and by tbeii childish atraitia. 

Yet now you doubt, and stUl your doubts withheld: 
But though your bonds are intricate, yet I 
Will strive jour subtle reasoninga to unfold. 



"OUH WEB WHITE HOSE. 

Within tbis peicaful kingdom'a wide domain 
No room ia to bo found for caauaJty, 
No dwelling there for hunger, thirat, or paii 

For in tliia realm ia atabliabed every thing 
Under the annction of eteroal laws, 
Ab to the finger nuBweretli a ring; 

Therefora the children that herein do press 
To life etenml, not without n. cauae 
Inherit excellence or more or less. * 

■■OUE WEE WHITE ROSK" 

All in our marriage garden 

Grew, smiling up to God, 
A bonnier flower tbnn ever 

Suckt the green wunnth of the sod. 
beautiful unfutbomably 

Its Kttla life unfurled ; 
Lave'B crowning sweetness was our wee 

White Eoso of all the world. 
Fmia out a balmy bosom, 

Our bud of beauty grew ; 
It fed on smiles for snnsMite, 

And tears for daintier dew. 
A je nestling wiirm and tenderly, 

Our laavea of love were curled 
Bo oloae and close about our wee 

White Hose of aU the world. 
Two flowers of glorious crimson 

Grew with our Hose of light ; 
Still kept the sweet beaTen-graf ted slip 

Her whiteness sidntly white. 



WORDS OF COMPOST. 

r the wiDd of lifo Ihcj danced with glo 
And TsddcDed as it whirled ; 

More white and woudraus grew oar vt 
White Roee of all the world. 

WiVh mystical faint fragrance, 

Our houiie of life ahe filled— 
Bevealed each hour some fairy tower, 

Where winged Hopes might build. 
We aaw—though none like ub might Bo 

Such precious promiso pearled 
tJpon the petals of our wee 

White Eose of all the world. 



But evermore the halo 

Of Angel-light ijicreased : 
Like the mystery of Moonlight, 

That folds some fairy feast. 
Snow-white, snow-soft, snow-ailently. 

Our darling bud up-curled, 
And dropt i' the Grate — God's lap — our n 

White Rose of all the world. 

Our Rose was but in hlosaom; 

Our Life was but in spring; 
When down the solemn midnight 

We heard the Spirits siug : 
"Another bud of infanoy. 

With holy dews impearled ;" 
And in their haads they bore our wee 

White Rosa of all the world. 

Yon scarce could think so small a thing 

Could leare u loaa so large ; 
Her little light such shadow fling, 

iProni dawn to sunset's marge. 



>■ THE FlBST-BORir. 



White Roae ot all the world. 

Our letvoB are Bliaken from the tree, 

Our hopes laid low. 
That after our Spring-nDralings, we 

Maj long to go. 
The warm love-nest our little DoTea lesvB 

With belplesa moan, 
As they for ua at heart would grieve 

lu heaveo — alono 1 
The tender Shepherd bectcouingly 

Our Lomba doth hold, 
That we may take our own when He 

Mahea up the fold.* 

THE BEATH OF THE FIRST-BORN. 

The late Sir Robert Peel seut the following nota to the aocom- 
pliahed author — " It ia not from mere courtesy that I ssiure 
you that jour name ia respected bj me. I hare hod the ' 
satisfaction of reading many of your poema. I particularly 
call to mind two— 'The Death of the First-Born,' aod 'My 
Own Fire-Side;' to have written which, would be an honour- 
able distinction to any one." 

Mr sweet one! my sweet one! the tears were in mjr eyes 
Whea first 1 clasped thee to my heart, and beard thy feeble 

For I thought of all that I had homo, as I bant me down to kisa 
Thy eherry lips, and sunny brow, my firat-born hud ot blissl 
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I turned to mSiny a withered hope, to years of grief a 
And the cruel wrongs of a bitter world flushed o'er my b 

I thought of triendfl, gromi worao thau Bold, of peraec 

And I aaked of Heaven if ills like these niuat mar thy yooB 
repose I 

I gazed upon tbj quiet face, half hliuded by my tears,— 
Till gloama of blisa, uofelt before, came brightening o 

Sweet raya of hope that fairer shone 'mid the clouds of gloom 

that bound them. 
As atara da,rt down their loveliest light when midnight ft 

are round them. 

My Bweet one, my sweet one, thy life's brief hour is. , 

And a father's anidous fear for thee can fever me no morelll 
And tor the hopes, the aun-bright bopea, that blossom 

thy birth, — 
They too have lied, to prove how frail are cherished 



'Tis true that thon wert young, my child, but though I 

thy span below. 
To me it was a little age of agony and woe ; 
For, from thy Brat faint dawn of life thy cheek h^an to fl 
And my Kps had Boarca thy welcome breatbedi ere 

were wrapt in shade. 



<!)b I the child in its houra of health and bloom that ia di 

thou wert then, 
Grows far more prized, moru fondly loved, in Mek 



THE DEATH OF THB FIBST-BORN. 28* 

And tlma 'twas thine to prove, dear babe, when ovary hope 
Ten timeB more precious to loy aou!, for all tbat tUou hadst 



Cradled in thy fnir mother's arms, we watched thee, day by 

Pale like the second bow of heaven, as gently waste nway: 
And, sick with dark foreboding fears we dared not hroathe 

Sat, hand in hand, in spetchles? grief, to wait death's coming 

It came, &t length,— o'er thy bright b!ue eye the film was 

gathering fast,— 
And an awfol shade passed o'er thy brow, the deepest and the 

laat;— 
In thicker gushes strove thy breath, — we raised thy drooping 

head; 
A moment more — the final pang — and thou wert oE the Dead! 



Thy gentle mother turned away to hide her face from ine, 
And murmured low o£ Heaven's behests, and bliss attained by 

She would have chid roo that I monrned a doom so blest as 

thine. 
Had her own deep grief burst forth in tears as wild as mine! 

Wo bid thee down in thy sinless rest, and from tbtue infftnt 

Culled one soft lock of radiant hair, our only solace now; 
Then placed around thy beauteous corpse, flowers, not moro 

fair and sweet, — 
Twin roBB-buds in thy little hands, and jasmine At thy ftet. 



mill All the beauty of tfaf cheek, the Bomluiie of thy bioir,— 
TlMy nerer can replace the bad our esilj t™«J™»» mmt; 
They may be lovely and beloved, but not, like tbee, the Fuit! 

The Fiest:_How maQj a memory briglit that one iweet 

word can bring. 
Of hopes that bhiEaoined, drooped; and died, in life's djdi^itfii] 

Of ferrid feelings passed away— those carl; Beede of bliss 
That germinate in hearts nnseaied by Eoch a world aa thial 

My sweet one! my sweet one! my fairest and my First! 
When I think of what thott tnight'st have been, my haait 

like to buratj 
But gleams of gladness throngh my gloom their 

radiance dart, 
And my sighs ore hushed, my tears are dried, when I 

what Ckou art .' 

Pure as the snow-flakfi ere it falls and takes the stain of ei 
With not a taint of mortal life except thy mortal birth, 
Ood bade theo early taate the spring for which so many thirst, 
And bli^B, eternal blisB, is thine, my fiiirest and my FiasT! 



ItuTtt^H 

ofe«^ 



THE AKGEL AND" THE INJ'ANr. 

TnsonnBE M.ans, London. 
(Pron the Frmch of Jtan BebOHUi. of ffUma] 
Ah angel orar b cradle stood; 

His viaagB ahoDB with a radiant gleam; 
And he geom'd on his own fair form to brood 

In the mirror pure of a crystal stream. 
"Oh, come to my home, sweet babe bo fair I" 

He murmiir'd ; "Come with me now I 
All. wo Bholl bo happy together there ; 
The eitrth is unwoi-thy of snob aa thou. 



THE ANOEL AND THE INFANT. 

"Its gladness ifl never without alloy; 

Same pang from its best ileliglita will rise; 
A wail atill ringa tlirongh its sliouts of joy, 

And all its pleasures are ologfj'd with aigha. 

"O'erevery teast is the) fear of doom; 

No aky bo clear and aereae, but may 
Be blacken'd and riven with storm and gloom 

Before the dawn of another day. 

"On that pure brow shall the trouble pass 
Of hopes deceived, and of haunting fears ! 

Shall those blue eyes be bedimm'il, alas ! 
By the bitter rain of regretful tGars! 

"No, no! dear babe, through the fields of space 
Thou wilt ily with me to a better sphere; 

God will not exact, in Uis baundlesa grace, 
The days that else thou hadst linger'd here. 

"No soil of sorrow, no taint of sin. 

From thy sojoum here on thy rohes shall rsat. 
The smiles that usher'd thy young hfe in 

Shall follow thee home to yon region blest. 

"On thy forehead no eland shall a shadow fling. 
Nor the darkness the "2 of the grave forecast; 

Of so unspotted and pure a thing 

The loveliest morning is still its last." 

And, slowly uufoldiag his wings snow-white. 

The angel ctiased, and aloft he fled 
To the bleat obodoa o£ eternal light. 

Alasl poor mother! Thy lioy la dead! 



THE SICK CHILD'S 



O! MlTirEll, mither, my head w 

And my ecu ni' tears were weet; 
Bat tbe pain has gone foi evormotr, 

ScLe, mitber, ditttta greet: 
Ajad 1 ha'« ha.d hjc q bonoie dream. 

Since last asleep I feU, 
0' a' that is Loly an' gude to name, 

That Vve wnaken'd my dream tc 
I thought on the mom o' a eimner day 

That awa' through the clouda I Sew, 
Wliila my silken hair did wavin' play, 

'Mang breezos atecp'd in daw; 
And the bappy things o' life and li 

Were around my gowden way, 
Aa they stood in tbeir parent Heaveu'a sight 

In the hamea o' eighties day. 

An' sanga o' love tbat nae tongue may tell 

Frae their hearts earn' flowin' free. 
Till the stars stood still, while aUng did swell 

The plaintive roalodis. 
And ane o' them siuig wi' my mither's voice. 

Till through my heart did gae 
That chanted hymn o' my bairnhood's choice, 

Sbb dowic. Baft, an' wae. 
Tbae happy thiogs o' the glorious sky 

Did lead me far away. 
Where the stream o' life rios never dry, 

Where naething kens decay; 
And they laid me down in a mossy bed, 

Wi' uurtaios o' spring Issves gruen, 
And tbe Name o' God thoy praying flni<', 

And a light cama n'er ray eon. 



THR SICE child's DBBAU. 

And 1 Esw the earth that 1 liad left 

And I paw my raither therai 
And I saw her grieve that she was bereft 

O' the bairn ahe thought Bae fair; 
And I aaw her piiie till her apirit fled — 

Like Sk bird to its young one's neat^ 
To that land of love; and my head was Ixid 

Again on my mither'a breast. 

And, mither, ye took roe by the hand, 

As ye were wont to do, 
And your loaf, eas saft and white, I {and 

Laid on my caller brow; 
And my lips yoti kiaa'd, and my curling hair 

You round your fingers wreath'd; 
And 1 kent that a happy mither's prayer 

Waa o'er me silent lireath'd — 

And we wander'd through that happy land, 

That was gladly glorious a'; 
The dwellers there were an angel-band. 

And their voices o' love did fa' 
On our ravish'd eara like the deein' tones 

O' an anthem far away, 
In a stam-tit hour, when the woodland noiLns 

That its green ia turn'd to gray. 

And, mither, amaug the aorrowlesa there. 

We met my britherH three, 
And your bannie May, my sister fair, 

And a happy baini wits she; 
And she led me nwa' 'maug living flawers, 

Aa on earth she aft haa done ; 
And thegither we sat in the holy botrcrs 

Where tho bloased rest aboon:— 



irOKDS OF GOXFOST. 

Aud Bhe taiild me I was in Paradiw, 

Where G.nl in love doth dwell- 
Where the weary reit. and the mooraer'a voici 

Forgets its warld-wttil; 
Aiid she tauld me they kentna doll nor care; 

And bade me be glad to dee, 
That yon sinless land and the dwellers tliere 

Might be hamc and kin to me. 
Then sweetly a voioe came on my ears, 

And it Bounded aae holily, 
That my heart grew saFt, and bl.tbs o' tears 

Sprung np in my aleepin' e'e; 
And my inmost soul was Hairly moved 

Wi' its mair than mortal joy;— 
'Twaa the roice o' Him who haimies loved 

That wauken'd yonr dreamm' boy I* 

"WORDS OP COMFORT." t 

UllB. JiNBT HlLHILTOn, LaHOUUS, CfUTSBICat. 

"Words of Comfort" — they are oome, 
Kich in many a tender token, 
Weeping love and mothers' woe, 
Deeply felt and fitly spoken. 
"Words of Comfort "—ah ! to whom 
Do they come! Our Heavenly Father 
Comforts all who mourn, bereaved 
Of the iowera His hand doth gather. 
"Words of Comfort" — rich the balm 
From each precious page distilling 
Softly on the raoumec'a heart 
With sweet peace and comfort filling. 
• Robert Nimll's Pgomn. CLwbow: Bloclrio « Son. 






i sulhor. 



el>)-tb 



UTVTM DOHA. 

■'WordB of Comfort"— oa the wijiga 
Of the mormng thoj are fljing, 
To the utmost enda of earth, 
Still their bless'd vocation plying. 
"Worda of Comfort" — they have come, 
To the Miasion mother kneeling 
By her infant's tinielaBB grave, 
Comfort, hope, and heaven revealing. 
"Worda of Comfort"— thns they speak- — 
' ' Mother, ceoae to soil with weeping 
That pure cheek bq cold and pale; 
Baby ia not dead but sleeping!" 
"Words of Comfort" — mother dear, 
Come to thee, assurance bringing 
That the babo thou moum'st as loat 
Now before the throne is singing. 
"Worda of Comfort" — bouquet rare, 
GEemm'd with many an Eden bloaHom, 
Culled with care and placed with love 
er's aching boaoni. 



LITTLE DORA. 
Mna. Jabet Huiiltos, LuiotoAN, 
Too fair, too pale, too pure and wiae 
For earth, she early aoiight the akiea; 
Eer fair broad brow and hazel eyes, 
Inatinct with geniua, ever rise 

On Memory's mournful eye. 
Oh I gifted child of love and song, 
Coold prayers and teara thy atay prolong, 
How had they flowed ! The angel throng 
Bore on their winga, with joy and song, 
Our darling to the aky. 



WORDS or COHTOKT. 

Fair star! at thy terrestrial birth 
I hailed tliee — watclierl thy coarse on earthy 
Grave were thy joya, and quiet thy mirth — 
The radiant orb, soon lost to earth. 
Is shining high in heaven. 

Thy earthly home a. rural cot 

With roaes drap«d, with many a plot 

Of flowers — earth holds nn lovelier spot — 

All, all remains, but thou art not, 

For thou wert lent, not given. 



We meet around the board, thou art not thetor^ 

Over our household joys hath passed a gloom 
Beside the fire wo see thy empty chair. 

And mias thy sweet voiee in the silent room. 
What hopeless longings after thee ariael 
Even for the touch of thy small hand I pine; 

And for the sound of thy dear little feet. 
Alas! tears dim mine eyes, 
Meeting in every plaee soma joy of thine. 

Or when fair chUdrtn pass me on the street. 

Beauty was on thy cheek; and thou didst seem 

A privileged being, ehartered from decay; 
And thy free spirit, like a mountain stream . 

That haith no ebb, kept ou its cheerful way. 

Thy laugh was like the inspiring breath of Hpring, 
That thrills the heart, and cannot be unfelt, 

The sun, the moon, the greea leaves and the Sowers, 
And every living thing, 
Were a strong joy to thee; thy spirit dwelt 

Gladly ui life, rejoicing in its powers. 



THE CHILD I» HE4TE1J. 
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1 111! what had death to do with one like thee, 

Thou young and loving ona; whose aoul did cling, 
Kren as the ivy clinga unto the tree. 

To those that loved thee? Thou, whose teara would spring 
Dreading a short day's absence — didst thou go 
Alone into the future world unseen, 

Solving eauh awful untried mystery, 
The dread unknown to know; 
To be where mortal traveller hath not heen. 

Whence welcome tidings cannot come from thes? 

My happy boyi and murmur I that death 

Over thy young and buoyant frame hath power? 
In yon bright land love never perisheth, 

Hope may not mock, nor grief tie heart devour. 
The beautiful are round thee ; thou dost keep 
Within the Eternal presence; and no more 

May'at death or pain, or separation dread : 
Thy bright eyes cannot weep, 
Nor they with whom thou art thy loss deplore; 

For ye are of the living, not the dead. 



1'hon Dweller with the nnseen, who bast explored 

The ioimenae unknown; thou to whom death and heaven 
Are mysteries no more; whose soul is stored 

With knowledge for whiuh man bath vainly striven; 
Beloved Child, Oht when shall I lie down 
With thee beneath fair treea that cannot fade! 
When from the immortal rivers quench my thirst! 
life's journey speedeth on; 
Yet for a little while we walk in shade; 

Anon by death the cloud is all disperaod. 
Then o'er the hills of heaven the eternal day doth burst. 



A CHILD'S GliAVE AT I'LOKENCK 



This July crcatiira thought, perhaps, 

Our epeech not worth assuming; 
She aat upoaher pareuts' laps. 

And mimicked the gnats humming; 
Said, "father," "mother,"- — then left ofF, 

For tongues celestial, fitter : 
Her hair had grown just long enongb 

To cSitch Heaven'a jasper-glitter. 
Babes ! Love could always hear and aee 

Bebiml the cloud that hid them, 
"Lot little children oomfl to Me, 

And tlo not thou forbid thai^" 

Poor earth, poor heart, — too weak, too weak 

To miss the July ahining! 
Poor heart 1 — what bitter words we npaak 

When God speaks of reaigning! 
Sustain this heart in us that faints. 

Thou God the Self -Existent! 
We catoh up wild at parting saints. 

And feel Thy heaven too distant. 
The wind that swept them, out of sin, 

Has ruffled all our reature: 
On the shut door that let them in. 

We beat with frantic gesture. — 
To OB, US also, open straight! 

The outer life is chilly; 
Are loe, too, like the earth to wait 

Till next year for our LOy? ' 
—Oh, my own baby on my knees. 

My leaping, dimpled treasure, 

' ■' Lily."— tho pel imnie of the cMld. 



A CHILD 8 GBAVB AT FLORBSCE. 

At every word I write like these, 

Clasped dose wiUi stronger presaarel 
Too well my own heart nnderatandB, — 

At every word Leate fuller — 
My little feet, my little huads, 

And hair of Lily's colour. 
Bat God giveB patience, Love leama strangtb, 

And Faith remembers promise. 
And Hope itself can smile at length 

Od other hopes gone from us. 
Love, strong 33 Death, bIhlII conquer Death, 

Through struggle, made more glorious ; 
This mother stills her sobbing breath, 

Eeuouljciitg yet victorioas. 
Anns, empty of her child, she lilts 

With spirit nubereaven, — 
"God will not take bock all His gifts; 

My Lily's mine iii heaven. 
" Still mine! maternal rights serene, 

Not given to another! 
The crystal bars bUiib faint between 

The souls of child and mother. 
" Meonwhile," the mother cries, " content! 

Our love was well divided: 
Its sweetness following where she went, 

Its anguish stayed where I did. 
"Well done of God, to holve the lot. 

And give her all the sweetnesa; 
To na; the empty room, and cot,^ 
. To her, the Heaven's completeness. 
"To us, this grave, — to her, the rows 

The mystic palin-troea spring in; 
To us, the silence in the house, — 

To her, the choral singing. 
" For her, to gladden in God's view, — 

For lis, to hope and bear on. 



WORDS OF COHPOHT. 

Grow, Lily, in thy garden new 

Beside tlie Rose of Sharon! 
"Grow fast in Heaven, sweet Lily clipped, 

la love more calm than this is, 
And may the angels, dewy -lipped, 

Remind thee of our kisses! 
"While none shall teU thee of our tears, 

These haman tears now falling, 
Till, after a few patient years, 

One home shall take ns all in— 
"Child, father, mother — who, left oat: 

Not mother, and not father! 
And when, our dying couch ahout. 

The natural mists shall gather, — 
" Some amilini{ angel close shall stand. 

In old Correggio's fashion , 
And bear a Lily in hia hand. 

For death's Akni 



A MESSEKGElt OF HEAVBNii 

No hitter tears for thee be shed, 
Blossom of being ! seen and gone 

With dowers alone we strew thy bed, 
O bleat departed. One I 

Whose all of lite, a rosy ray, 

Blush'd into dawn and pass'd away. 

Yesl thou act fled, ere guilt had power 
To atain thy cherub soul and form; 

Closed is the soft ephemeral fiowar. 
That never felt a storm! 

The sunbeam's ^mile, the zephyr's breath. 

All that it knew from birth to death. 



THE BABDEN ROBBBtrD. 

Thoa wert so like a (ona of light, 

That Heaven benignly call'd thee hence 
Ere yeb the world could brenthe one blight 

O'er thy aweet iuiioceuoe; 
And thou, that brighter home to hlesB, 
Art paaa'd with, all thy loveliueas! 
Oht hadst thou atil! on earth remained, 

Vision of beauty! fair, as brief! 
How aooit thy brightnesa had been etain'd 

With passion or with grief! 
Now not a snUying breath can rise 
To dim thy glory in tho skies. 
We rear no marble o'er thy tomb — 

No Bculptured image there shall monrn; 
Alil fitter far the vernal bloom 

Such dwelling to adorn; 
Fcagrance, and flowers, and dews, must be 
The only emblrana meet for thee. 
Thy grave shall he a blesEcd ahruie, 

Adom'd with nature's brightest wreath; 
Each glowing season shall combine 

Ita incense there to breathe; 
And oft upon the midnight air 
Shall viewless harps be murmuring there,* 



THE GARDEN EOSEBUD. 

Hrh, Harribt Beecher Stowe. 
{/n Mmors t/Anatt, m*o died al Milnu, Junt B, IMO.) 
In the fair gordena of celestial peace, 

Walketh a Gardener in meekness clad; 
Fair are the flQwera that wreath His dewy locko, 
And Hie mysterious eyes are awcot and sad. 

« ol FeUcla Heiaana. Edintjiirah ; WiUiam BlM.'kivDod ■ 



Fair are the silent fuljinga of His robes, 
Fmlling with Baiatily calmness to His fest: 

And When He walks, eacli Howeret to His will 
Witli living pulse of sweet accord doth beat. 

Every green leaf thrills to its tender beart, 
In the mild aummer nidianoe of Hia eye; 

No fear of storm, or cold, or bitter froat, 
Shadows the flowerata when tbeir aun in nigh. 

And all our pleasant haunts of earthly lore 
Are nurseriea to those gardons of the air; 

And HU far-darting eye, with starry beam, 
Watcheth the growing of Hia treasures there. 

Wo call thom ours, o'erwept with seifisli tears. 
O'er watched with reatleaa longings night and day;- 

Forgetful of the high, mysterious right 
Hb holds to bear our cherished planta away. 

But when some sunny spot in those bright fields 
Needs the fair presence of an added flower, 

Down sweeps a stany angol in the night; — 
At mom the rose has vanished from our bower. 

Where stood our tree, our flower, there is a grave! 

Blank, silent, vacant, but in worlds above — 
Like a new star outbloaaom'd in the skies — 

The angels hail an added flower of love. 
Dear friend, no more upon that lonely mound — 

Strewed with the red and yellow autumn leaf- 
Drop thou the tear, but raise the fainting eye 

Beyond the autumn mists of earthly grief. 
Thy garden rosebud bora within its breast 

Those mysteriea of colour, warm and bright. 
That the bleak climate of this lower sphere 

Could never waken into form and light. 



I 



"O LITTI.B CHILD, ■ 

Yea, tlie Bweet Gardener bus borne lier hence — 
"Sol must thou ask to ta^e her thence away; 

ThoQ shaJt behol J her in aome coming hour, 
Fnll-blosaom'd. in His fielda of cloudless day! 



"O LITTLE CHILDl" 

J. 8T*Nr«N Bion, Ulverstob. 
Not altrays are yve in the weary mart; 
Not always are we plodding in tbe straeta. 
We, in our rural home, when the grey dnak 
FliIIs upon copse and meadow. Haunter out, 
Aad do not talk, but think of tUeo, O child ! 
And in the night, when heavy heai'ts are bushed. 
In the deep night we hear the beating rain. 
And in the beating rain the wailing wind, 
And in the wailing vfind a cry, a low, 
Soft cry, not as of agony, Lut blisa — 
A ailrery cry, as though we heard a thrill 
Of spirit-music, faf bpyond the rain, 
Beyond the wailinga of the wind, beyond: 
The storms and gloomy reaches of the night, — 
Out of the golden spaces fax beyond ; 
And then we dream. We do but dream, child ! 
little child! that cameat, and art gone. 
That Wert our child, and art our child no more. 



We dream thou hast not yet fc 



r Buty. 



I Andii 



>t from thy starry home, as we 
rda the hearens for theo. We do but dream, 
it quite forlorn. 



Thy room is here, sweet babe! We enter it — 
The room, but oh! the child. Thy liHle bed 
Is white in moonlight;^oh' for the beauteous form. 
Thy toys ore trembling lu our iJulma — but oh! 



(8 WORDS or COHTFOBT. 

The tiny, dimpled lianda that liiigsred them. 
The stairs are here; — but oh! the little feet ! 
Gods! Gone (or ever! Yet we hope to reach 
The heaven that boldE thee; and with humble hea 
Thank God for thee, child ! We know that thou ] 
Art aeeing now, and not as in a dreani. 
The things we long for, and ahall never aeo 
Until we join thee in the after-world; — 
TheB, little child ! who earnest and art gone, 
Who wert our child, and art our child, no moi 
Being familiar with the floor of heaven, 
And dwelling aigh unto the throne of God I 



THE DYIKG MOTHER AND HER CHILD. 



Onit aighs were numerous, and profuse oar tears; 
For she we lost waa lovely, and wo loved 
Her much. Fresh in our memory, as fresh 
As yesterday, is yet the day she died. 
It waa an April day; and blithely all 
The youth of Nature leaped beneath the aim, 
And promised gloriaua manhood: and our hearts 
Were glad, and round them danced the lightsome 
In healthy merriment, when tidinga came 
A child waa bom: and tidings came again 
That she who gave it birth was sick to death. 
So Bwift trode sorrow on tlie heela of joy ! 
We gathered round her bed, and bent our kneEHi 
In fervent supplication to the Throne 
Ot Mercy, and perfumed our prayers with sighs 
Sincere, and penitential tears, and looks 
Of self . abasement ; but we sought to atay 
An angel on the earth, a spirit ripe 
For heaven; and Mercy, in her love, refused; 



I 



THE DYING MOTHER AND HEE CHILD. 

Must meroifiil, as oft, when Deeming least ! 
Most gracious when slie seemed the most to frnwii I 
The room I well remember, and. the bed 
On which she lay, and all tie faces, too, 
That crowded d^k and moumf ullj around. 
Her father there, and mother, bending, stood; 
And down their aged cheeks fell many drops 
Of bitterness. Her husband, too, was there. 
And brothers, and they wept; her sisters, too, 
Did weep and sorrow, oomfortless; and I 
Too wept, though not to weeping given ; and all 
Within the house was dolorous and sad. 
This I remember well; but better still 
I do remember, and will ne'er forget, 
The dying eye ! That eye alone was bright. 
And brighter grew as nearer death approacheti ; 
Aa I have seen the gentle little flower 
Look fairest in the silver beam which fell 
Reflected from the thunder-cloud, that soon 
Came down, and o'er the desert scattered far 
And wide its loveliness. She made a sign 
To bring her babe — 'twas brought, and by her placed. 
She looked upon its face, that neither smiled 
Nor wept, nor knew who gazed upon't; and laid 
Her hand upon its little breast, and sought 
For it, with look that aeero'd to penetrate 
The heavens, unutterable blessings, such 
Aa God to dying parents only granted, 
For infants left behind them in the world. 
"God keep my child!" we heard her say, and heani 
No more. The Angel of the Covenant 
Was come, and, fatthfnl to His promise, stood 
Prepared to walk with her through death's dork vale. 
I And now her eyes grew bright, and brighter still, 
LToo bright for ours to look upon, anffused 
With many tears, and doled without a cloud. 



WORDS OP 



They sot, as seta the morning star, irhicli goos 
Not down beliind the dartened weat, nor hides 
Obscnred among tlio tempests of the sky, 
But melta aivay into the light of heaVBO. " 



■TEISUS IN" THE STORM. 

Sab, sad thoughts and weary 
Had preyed upon my mind; 

A darknesa deep and dreaiy 
Had made me sick andbliad. 

But now npon the ocean 
Of tronhled thoughts T see 

My Saviour's graceful motion- 
He Cometh nnto me. 

The winds and wayea He stilleth. 

And all is calm again; 
My Boul with life He filletb. 

Like sunshine after rain. 

The eye of faith is beaming 
With joy sent from abore; 

The rainbow cloud is streaminjj 
The pledge of conatant love. 

My loosened tooRue adoreth 
The greatness of His might ; 

His smile alone restoreth 
The darken'd soul to light. 



1! IVllliniQ Eladtwood t Son. 



Hobort PoUolt, A.M. 



"THE DEW-DROPS GONE." 

JOBB CnlTOHLEV PHIKCE, LiNCASUlBK. 

' ' Oh ! doaroat mother, tell me, pray, 

Why are the dew-clropa gono ao aooiii: 
Conld they not stay till close of day 
To aparkle on tho flowery spray, 

Or on the fields till noon!" 
The mother gazed upon her boy, 

Earnest with thought beyond his years. 
And felt a sharp and sod annoy, 
That meddled with her deepest joy; 

But she restrained her teara, 
"My child, 'tis said such beauteous things. 

Too often loved with vain exceaa, 
Are swept away by angel winga, 
Before contaminatiou clings 

To their frail lovelioeaa. 

Behold yon rainbow, brightening yet 1 
To which all mingled huea are given; 

There are thy dew-dropa, grandly set 

In a resplendent coronet 
Upon the brow of hoaven. 

No stain of earth can reach them there — 
Woven with aunbenma there they shine, 
A transient viaicn of thB air, 
But yet a. symbol, pure and fair, 
Of love and peace divine." 

The boy gazed upward i;jto apace, 
With eager and enquiring eyes, 

Whilst o'er his sweet and thoughtful face 

Cftme a faint glory, and a grace 
Transmitted from the ekies. 
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Ere the last odorous sigi of May, 

That child lay down beneath the aodl 
Like dew hia yoimg soul passed away. 
To mingle with the brighter day 
That veils the throne of God. 

Mother ! thy fond, foreboding heart 
Truly foretold thy loss and pain; 

Gut thou didst choose the patient part 

Of reaigtiatioa to the emart, 
And owned thy losa his gaio. 



THE ROSEBUDS. 



A R09B TEEE by my honae-aido I did plant. 

And in its growing I took great delight; 

X nailed its branches to the wall, and watched 

Them spread, until they wreathed my window round 

With leafy beauty. Every time I looked 

Abroad, its verdure feasted my glad eyes; 

jUid when, returning from my vineyard work 

At night, I sought my home, I lingered still 

Upon the threshold, that once more I might. 

Before I alept, behold its loveliness. 

Each little spray I knew, its very leavus • 

I numbered, and with rapture saw at length, 

One morning, 'mid the sparkling drops of dew, 

Its virgin huda peep out, their conic forms 

All fringed with mossy softness, and the white 

Beneath half covered, half revealed. I clapped 

My hands for joy, and eslled my friends and showed 

My new discovered riches. Nine there were, 

.^!1 bvely, and I said, with hcr.rt sincere— 



t 
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"As each one ripens to its fragrance full, 
I'D giTo it to my Lord;" for this had been 
My purpose from the planting of tie tree; 
And. this it was that; made my joy so rich. — 
I left my home that morning as my wont, 
Only my heart was blythec than sometimea. 
And, at my work, I thought fuU oft about 
My roaebudfl, woodcriug muuh what like they'd be 
At my return, and almost wishing that 
The day were done, that 1 might Bee them still 
Again. The evening came, I hastened home. 
And looked ; and Id ! there were no more than seven 1 
Some hand had plucked the other two, and left 
The stem on whicsh they grew a broken thing. 
I sighed, and cried, and wept, and like to her, 
Whose hitter wail of old made Ramah sad, 
I would not be consoled. Long time 1 stood 
And gazed in blank pen''ei:ity. I coold 
Not speak for tears; but when 1 turned I aaw 
Hy Lord himself, with my twain buds upon 
His breast. "I gathered them," He said, and that 
"Wm all; but yet it waa enough to soothe 
Hy wounded spirit; so I calmly 8uid — 
"For Thee, dear Lorxl, I meant them from the first; 
I thought, indeed, to keep them till full blown. 
And than present them at their best to Thee, 
Not deeming that Thou caredst for them thus. 
But, as Thou wilt, Thy beat is best, and if 
I erred in my poor thoughts, forgive, nor chide 
My tears. That which I bad designed for them 
At last, is given me, only sooner than 
I first hod planned. But my great end is gained, 
I And since Thou wear'st them on Thy breast, 'It's well!' ' 
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PAKENTAL CONSOLATION. 



When tmulilea liits a tempeat rtresp, 

And tides of fierce temptation roll, 
Ab doGp, romoraeloas, culls tu deep, 

Around my trheliued and sinking soul; 
Lol Ha is near, my Sayiout dear, 

Wbo trode affliction's path; 
Wio walked the wave, despoiled the grave. 

And plucked the sting from death. 
If in bereavemBnt'a bitter cTip 

Some dregs continue to the end, 
As memory wakes the image ap 

Of pareut, brother, sister, friend; 
My liocd who wept o'er him that slept, 

And soothed the sisters twain, 
From heaven on high, with tender ej 

Still marks the mourner's pain. 
When weeping o'er ray children's j 

As if to rescue from its gloom 
The golden hopee that childhood gave, 

Now quenched and buried iu their tomb; 
Thou fondling arm, thou bosom warm. 

Where babes of old were pressed, 
I joy to aee my lambs with Thee, 

Safe folded on Thy breast! 
K infaats none in heaven were found, 

To glad its golden street, 
But only star-bright victors crowned, 

Then heaven were incomplete. 
Such stars may gem Christ's diadem. 

Yet infants too have place; 
These flowerets young are garlands strung. 

Sweet trophies of His grace. 



BBSKHffiD IN HOPS. 

RESIGNED IN HOPE, 

OcR little boy is gcme! 
Hi»i gladsome voice, whoac muaic lately filled 
Onr homBH and hEarts. is now for ever stilled! 
How changed his looks! Closed are his bright eyes Qi 
Pale is his cheek, as marble cold his brow; 
Those limbs, liefore so active, ore at rest. 
The spring is broken, motionless the breast, 

Life, light, and joy ace Hown! 

Oh, earthly hopes, how vain! 
Frail is the fabric, fair though it appear. 
Which on imcGrtain hnnian life we rear; 
Before some sudden storm it yields away, 
A ruin lies, aud sinks into decay. 
So have our hopes o{ what, in fotnre days. 
Our boy might prove, orumbled before our gaze. 

Ne'er to revive again! 

But why should we repine'; 
Oqi darling ebild was only ours in loan, 
(lod, wbeii he lent hira, lent what was Hia own. 
And shall we feel displeased He now should come 
To claim and take him to the Heavenly Houib? 
O rather let us, thongh 'tis sad to part, 
Yield Dp the loved one, and, with thankful heart. 

Bow to the will Divine! 

Then let our tearful eyes 
Turn from the little tanemeat of c!ay 
From which the ransom'd soul has passed aivay; 
Let na behold, by f^th, that land so fair, 
Now dearer to us that our boy is there. 
And may we seek to join him on that shore 
Where, when we meet, wo meet to part no more. 

But dwell beyond the skies. 
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TO A BEREAVED MOTHER. 

Rev. Henry Batchelob, Glasgow. 
The life etherial, sublime, 
Wastes not beneath the senseless clod. 
The folded bud has changed its clime, 
And opens in the light of God — 
The soul its mortal chrysalis has riven, 
And spreads its wings a seraph bright in heaven. 



THE CONTRAST. 

Rev. a. Wallace, D.D., Glasgow. 

Weep not for me — the smoking flax 

Shall flame in heaven a radiant star; 
The bruised reed shall stronger wax. 

In grace and strength surpassing far 
The cedar on the mountain's brow — 
No withered, wavering weakling now, 
But fairest workmanship of love, 
A pillar in the courts above. 



ACROSTIC* 
Cold, cruel, unrelenting Death, 
A decade since, cut short thy breath; 
To thee the change was lasting gain, 
Heaven's music struck a joyfid strain. 
Enraptured hosts thine entrance hailed, 
Rejoicing angels then unveiled. 
In sweetest ecstasy, to see 
Near to the throne, thy spirit free. 
Eternally on high to be. 

Resigned and hopeful let us move 
Along the path of truth and love, 
Expecting soon to meet above. 

■ Suggested to A. R. by the tenth Anniversary (2nd April, 1809) of the 
death of the beloved child of the Editor's old friend, Robert Rae, London. 
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"THE ANGELS SINGING." 
James D. Burns, M.A., London. 

I HEARD the angels singing 

As they went up through the sky, 
A sweet infant's spirit bringing 

To its Father's house on high: 
*' Happy thou, so soon ascended, 

With thy shining raiment on! 
Happy thou, whose race is ended 

With a crown so quickly won! 

*' Hushed is now thy lamentation, 

And the first words to thee given 
Will be words of adoration 

In the blessed speech of Heaven; 
For the blood thou mightst have slighted 

Hath now made thee pure within, 
And the evil seed is blighted 

That had ripened unto sin. 

**We will lead thee by a river, 

Where the flowers are blooming fair; 
We will sing to thee for ever. 

For no night may darken there. 
Thou shalt walk in robes of glory; 

Thou shalt wear a golden crown; 
Thou shalt sing Redemption's story. 

With the saints around the throne. 

"Thou shalt see that better country, 

Where a tear-drop never fell, — 
Where a foe made never entry, 

And a friend ne'er said farewell ; 
Where, upon the radiant faces 

That will shine on thee alway. 
Thou shalt never sec the traces 

Of estrangement or decay. 
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"Thee we bear, a lily -blossom, 

To a suimier clime above ; 
There to lay thee in a bosom 

Warm with more than mother's love. 
Happy thou, so timely gathered 

From a region cold and bare, 
To bloom on, a flower unwither'd. 

Through an endless summer there !"*^ 



NOT DEAD BUT CHANGED. 

William Fkeelajstd, Glasgow. 

Late living, and now dead! O beauteous boy, 

So early dead, who wast so late a joy! 
Ah, me! how still and strange 
Is this God's dream of change! 

Transfigured in the light of death. 

Thou seemest breathing without breath ! 

How shall we fill our hearts with other glee, 
Who loved, of all the world, but thee — but thee! 

Can ever we behold 

So sweet a bud unfold? 
pale cold snowdrop of our married spring, 
How deep God pierces with so slight a thing! 

So slight a thing! Man^3 pyramids shall yield 
Their high borne heads unto the humblest field: 

Each ancient star and sun 

Shall crumble one by one: 
But thou, who keep'st with death such early tryste, 
Shalt bloom eternal in the realms of Christ! 



*Thc Vision of Prophecy, and otlicr Poems. By James D. Bums, M.A. 
f .ondon : James Nisbet <fe Co. 1S05. 
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THE LAMBS ALL SAFELY FOLDED. 

I LOVED them so, 
That when the Elder Shepherd of the fold, 
Game, covered with the storm, and pale and cold. 
And begged for one of my sweet lambs to hold, 

I bade Him go. 

He claimed the pet; 
A little fondling thing, that to my breast 
Clung always, either in quiet or unrest; 
I thought of all my lambs I loved him best. 

And yet — and yet — 

I laid him down. 
In those white shrouded arms, with bitter tears; 
For some voice told me that, in after years. 
He should know nought of passion, grief, or fears. 

As I had known. 

And yet again 
That Elder Shepherd came; my heart grew faint ^ 
He claim'd another lamb, with sadder plaint. 
Another! She, who, gentle as a saint. 

Ne'er gave me pain. 

Aghast I turned away; 
There sat she, lovely as an angel's dream. 
Her golden locks with sunlight all agleam. 
Her holy eyes with heaven in their beam; 

I knelt to pray: 

" Is it Thy will? 
My Father ! say, must this -pet lamb be given? 
O, thou hast many such, dear Lord, in heaven!" 
And a soft voice said, "Nobly hast thou striven; 

But — peace, be still!" 
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Oh, how I wept 
And clasped her to my bosom, with a wild 
And yearning love — my lamb, my pleasant child: 
Her, too, I gave — ^the little angel smiled. 

And slept ! 

"Go! gor I cried: 
For, once again, that Shepherd laid flis hand 
Upon the noblest of our household band: 
Like a pale spectre, there He took His stand, 

Close to his side. 

And yet how wondrous sweet 
The look with which He heard my passionate cry — 
** Touch not my lamb— for him O let me die!" 
" A little while," he said, with smile and sigh, 

"Again to meet." 

Hopeless I fell; 

And when I rose, the light had burned so low, 

So faint, I could not see my darling go. 

He had not bidden me farewell; but, ah! 
I felt farewell- 
More deeply far 

Than if my arms had compass'd that slight frame; 

Though could I but have heard him breathe my name- 

** Dear mother!" — ^but in heaven 'twill be the same; 
There bums my star! 

He will not take 
Another lamb, I thought; for only one 
Of the dear fold is spared to be my sun. 
My guide, my mourner when this life is done; 

My heart would break. 
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0, with what thrill 
I heard Him enter; but I did not know 
(For it was dark) that he had robbed me so; 
The idol of my soul — he could not go — 

O, heart be still! 

Came morning: can I tell 
How this poor frame its sorrowful tenant kept? 
For waking tears were mine; I, sleeping, wept, 
And days, months, years, that weary vigil kept. 

Alas, "Farewell" 

How often it is said! 
I sit and think, and wonder, too, sometime. 
How it will seem, when, in that happier clime. 
It never will ring out like funeral chime 

Over the dead. 

No tears! no tears! 
Will there a day come that I shall not weep? 
For I bedew my pillow in my sleep. 
Yes, yes, thank God, no grief that clime shall keep — 

No weary years. 

Ay, "It is well!" 
Well with my lambs, and with their earthly guide: 
There, pleasant rivers wander they beside. 
Or strike sweet harps upon its silver tide — 

Ay, " It is well!" 

Through the dreary day 
They often come from glorious light to mo: 
I cannot feel their touch, their faces see. 
Yet, my soul whispers, they do come to me; 

Heaven is not far away!* 

" Tho Christian Witness, Doc. 1859.— Dr. John Campbell, Editor. 



312 WOKDS OP COMFOKT. 

THE DAY DAWN. 

Bev. RioEtAiiD Cecil. 

[The following lines were written by the revered Author, on 
the death of his infant, who departed at day-hreak]. 

Cease here longer to detain me, 
Fondest mother, drowned in woe; 

Now thy kind caresses pain me: 
Mom advances — ^let me go. 

See yon orient streak appearing, 

Harbinger of endless day: 
Hark, a voice the darkness cheering, 

Calls my new-bom soul away. 

Lately launched, a trembling stranger. 
On the world's wild, boisterous flood. 

Pierced with sorrows, tossed with danger, 
Gladly I return to God. 

Now my cries shall cease to grieve thee, 
Now my trembling heart finds rest; 

Kinder arms than thine receive me. 
Softer pillow than thy breast. 

Weep not o'er those eyes that languish, 

Upward turning to their home; 
Raptured, they'll forget all anguish, 

While they wait to see thee come. 

There, my mother, pleasures centre; 

Weeping, parting, care, or woe 
Ne'er our Father's house shall enter: 

Morn advances — let me go ! 
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As tlirough this calm, this holy dawning. 

Silent glides my parting breath, 
To an everlasting morning, 

Gently close my eyes in death. 

Blessings endless, richest blessings, 
Fonr their streams upon thine heart, 

(Though no language yet possessing) 
Breathes my spirit ere we part. 

Yet to leave thee sorrowing rends me, 

Though again His voice I hear: 
Bise! may every grace attend thee; 

Bise, and seek to meet me there! 



*'THE THREE SONS." 
John Moultrie. 

I HAVE a son, a third sweet son; his age I cannot tell, 

For they reckon not by years and months where he is gooe to 

dwell. 
To us, for fourteen anxious months, his infant smiles were given. 
And then he bade farewell to earth, and went to live in 

Heaven. 

I cannot tell what form his is, what looks he weareth now. 
Nor guess how bright a glory crowns his shining seraph brow. 
The thoughts which fill his s'mlesa soul, the bliss which he 

doth feel. 
Are numbered with the secret things which God will not 

reveal. 

But I know (for God hath told me this) that he is now at rest. 
Where other blessed infants be, on their Saviour's loving 
breast. 
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I know his spirit feels no more this weary load of flesh, 
Bat his sleep is blessed with endless dreams of joys for ever 
fresh. 

I know the angels fold him close beneath their glittering wings, 
And soothe him with a song that breathes of Heaven's divinest 

things. 
I know that we shall meet our babe (his mother dear and I), 
Where God for aye shall wipe away all tears from every eye. 

Whate'er befalls his brethren twain, his bliss can never cease; 
Their lot may here be grief and fear, but his is certain peace. 
It may be that the tempter's wiles their souls from bliss may 

sever; 
But, if our own poor faith fail not, he must be ours for ever. 

When we think of what our darling is, and what we still 

must be; 
When we muse on that world's perfect bliss, and this world's 

misery; 
When we groan beneath this load of sin, and feel this grief 

and pain,— 
Oh! we'd rather lose our other two, than have him here 

again. 



'* HE IS NOT THERE." 

John Pierpont. 

I CANNOT make him dead ! 

His fair sunshiny head 
Is ever bounding round my study chair ; 

Yet, when my eyes, now dim 

With tears, I turn to him, 
The vision vanishes— he is not there ! 



"he is not there." 3lf5' 

I walk my parlour floor, 

And, through the open door, 
I hear a footfall on the chamber stair ; 

I^m stepping toward the hall 

To give the boy a call ; 
And then bethink me that — he is not there ! 

I thread the crowded street, 

A satcheird lad I meet. 
With the same beaming eyes and coloured hair; 

And as he's running by, 

Follow him with my eye, 
Scarcely believing that— he is not there. 

I know his face is hid 

Under the coflSn lid; 
Closed are his eyes; cold is his forehead fair; 

My hand that marble felt ; 

O'er it in prayer I knelt ; 
Yet my heart whispers that — he is not there. 

I cannot make him dead ! 

When passing by the bed. 
So long watched over with parental care. 

My spirit and my eye 

Seek it inquiringly. 
Before the thought comes that — he is not there I 

When at the cool, grey break 

Of day, from sleep I wake, 
With my first breathing of the morning air. 

My soul goes up, with joy. 

To Him who gave my boy, 
llien comes the sad thought that — he is not there ! 
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When at the day's calm close, 

Before we seek repose, 
I'm, with his mother, offering up our prayer, 

Or evening anthems tuning, 

In spirit I'm communing 
With our' boy's spirit, though — he is not there ! 

Not there ! — ^Where, then, is he ? 

The form I used to see 
Was but the raiment that he used to wear: 

The grave, that now doth press 

Upon that cast-off dress. 
Is but his wardrobe locked; — he is not there! 

He lives! — In all the past 

He lives; nor, to the last, 
Of seeing him again will I despair. 

In dreams I see him now; 

And, on his angel brow, 
I see it written, ** Thou shalt see me thereP* 

Yes, we all live to God! 

Father! Thy chastening rod 
So help us, Thine afflicted ones, to bear, 

That, in the spirit-land. 

Meeting at Thy right hand, 
'Twill be our heaven to find that — Thou art there/ 



THE GOOD SHEPHERD AND THE LAMB. 

Meinhold. 
Gentle Shepherd, Thou hast still'd 

Now Thy little lamb's long weeping; 
Ah, how peaceful, pale, and mild. 

In its narrow bed 'tis sleeping! 
And no sigh of anguish sore 
Heaves that little bosom more. 
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In this world of care and pain, 
Lord, Thou would'st no longer leave it; 

To the sunny heavenly plain 
Dost Thou now with joy receive it; 

Clothed in robes of spotless white. 

Now it dwells with Thee in light. 

Ah, Lord Jesus! grant that we 

. Where it lives may soon be living; 

And the lovely pastures see 

That its heavenly food are giving; 
Then the gain of death we prove, 
Though Thou take what most we love.* 



"THE EVENING STAR." 

{From the Christian Treasury.) 

She was "the evening star" I thought would shine 
Upon my path, as I, with years decline. 
Thought I should watch its lustre softer glow, 
Cheering my weary pilgrimage below; 
But God has set my bright and gentle star 

In heaven afar. 

She was my flower: the sad pathway of life, 
So full, to sinful man, of care and strife, 
Was by her presence stripped of many a thorn, 
Making my trials easier to be Lome. 
My flower is now in realms of holy light, 

In glory bright. 

* Lyra Gunxtauica. London : Longman, Green & Co 
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Yes, she is there; for, while on earth in pain, 
She loved supremely her Redeemer's name; 
Now she is with Him, near His throne she stands. 
Bests in His arms, one of His folded lambs. 
Soon shall we meet before that glorious throne. 

My little one. 

Yes, there's my child; I see, with eye of faith. 
Her happy spirit free from sin and death; 
She is a jewel on her Saviour's brow; 
Low at His feet her crown she loves to throw; 
While He, enthroned in love and mercy mild. 

Smiles on my child. 

Shall I then grieve my precious one is where 
She doth the golden crown and white robe wear ? 
No; rather would I joy that she is free. 
And wait my Father's summons patiently. 
To join with her the heavenly blessed throng, 

In glorious song. 



GONE TO PARADISE. 

Charles Wesley. 

Wherefore should I make my moan, 
Now the darling child is dead? 

He to rest is early gone, 
He to Paradise is fled* 

I shaU go to him, but he 

Never shall return to me. 

God forbids his longer sta}", 
God recalls the precious loan I 

He hath taken him away, 
From my bosom to His own. 

Surel}' what He wills is best; 

Happy in His will I rest. 



"OOME, QUICKLY OOME." 

Faith criea out, " It u the Lord! 

Let Him do what seema Him goi 
Be Thy holy name adored. 

Take the gift awhile hestowed; 
Take the child, tio longer mine; 
Thine he is, for ever Thine!" 



THE HIGHEST RANK IN HEAVEJS". 

lUi.ra £iHKiNE. 
In heavenly choira a qaeation rose. 
That Htiired up strifa will never close; 
" What rank of all the ranBoraed race 
Owes higheat praiae to Sovereign grace?" 
Babes thither caught from womb and breaat 
Claimed right to sing above the rest; 
Because they found the happy ahore 
TTiey never aaw nor sought before. 



■■COME. QUICKLY COME!" 



Ah, I have loved — 
How dearly loved— that fair and faded form. 
Whose loaa I mourn. She lived within my aoul; 
Her voice melodious cheer'd me, and her amile 
Seem'd gentle aunshine in a cloudy world. 

Well! thou art in a happier home than mine, 
Though peact! and sweet affection mingled there; 
And an Almighty Parent shields thee now, 
^V'ith higher conaervance than I could give. 

Ah, I would pray to feel that thou, my child, 
Mine in time past, are still mine cvcrmerc; 
I cannot loae tbee, though cold Death between 



Roll bis dark aUeut ri 



n that shore!, 



WOBDB OF OOHFO&T. . 

I aliall rejoin .lud clasp IJice yet again. 
Dear to my soul lu ever thou w&at here. 

Yet let me paiiBO, and tliiak — yea, let roe think. 
These Eaint enjoynienta of a, twiliglit world 
Bemain nty portion; while the noaa of heaven 
Sheda pure, nnmingled briUianCB over thins; 
Oh, how the apirit panta to know the f iiU 
Of thia, and, like a bird but newly canght, 
Flutters, and beats her winga against the cagE', 
Seea the bright aim, and struggles to be free. 

Wliy should the inaeot, crawling o'er the loaf, 
Lament her sister, whom chiysaliue change 
Eath deok'd with beauteous wings, who, aeraph-Iike^ 
Bangea through aununer fields, and nectar'd oupa 
Of flowers unnumher'dT Then let me rather, 
Smiling amidst my tears, serenely say — 
Sweet child, I might desire to go to thee. 
But would not, frail and erring though I am, 
Eecall thee to thia lower world again. 

I would pcsaeaa uiiheatitating faith, 
Which views, with certain and nndonbting sight. 
Distant, invisible realities. 
I would perceive her fonu amidst the throng 
Of spirits glorified in yonder world; 
Thia were a sovereign cordial to the heart, 
This would make sighs congratulatiug smiles. 
Thou who, ascending from the broken tomb, 
Bronght'st life and im.mortality to man; 
0, grant me this,— grant faith, unclouded faith, 
And light my diirkcn'd aout with heaveidy rays! 
"Lord Jeaus, ooroe I come quickly" — Thia raaooiuLs J 
From every waiting heart; "Come, quickly con 
The slumbering dost appears to seho back; 
For Thee creation waits, waits for Thy power 
To bring to earth the new Jemsitlem. * 
Biicrad Poetry. Bf Jwnus Eitmeston. London; Jmon Hli 



EPITAPHS ON INFANTS. 

KOBEET noBINBOH. 

ifideliiy, tarn pale and die; 

h this stoDB fonr intanta' flahaa lie; 

Siy are they lost or aawed ! 

• If death's hy itin, they smiie!l, for they lie here; 

I If heaven's hy works, in heaven they can't appear. 

Beaton, ahl how depraved! 
I Xevere the Bible's sacred page, the knot's untied) 
1 They died, for Adam ainned— they live, for Jeans died! 



BBWiiL not mnch, my paronta! me, the prey 
Of ruthlss Hades, and sepulchred here. 
An infant, in my fifth acatce finiab'd year, 
He fonnd all sportive, iimoceitt, atid gay. 
Tour young CftlUiimachua ; and if I knew 
Not many joys, my griefs were also few. 



Thb glistening infant dies in its first laagb, 
Like flower whose fragrauco is its opltapb. 



Peace to my Judith in the gravel aho died in her young days, 
God took her to Himself, and I blessed the Almighty's ways. 

Mhfi. Hem AS!. 
Thod, that can'st gaza upon thine own fair boy, 
And hear his prayer's low murmur at thy knee, 
And o'er his alumbar bend in breathless joy, 
Come to this tomb!— it hittb a voice for thee! 

, Prayl Thou art bleat — ask strength for sorra\?'s hour. 

_ Love, deep &s thine, lays low its broken flower. 



WOHDfi OP COMFORT. 



Vei, anre the babe is in tlie cradla blesE. 
Since God Himself a baby deign'd to be; 
And slept upon a mortal mother's breast, 
And Bteep'd in baby teara— Hia Deity. 



SLEKP, sweet Infant, for we all mitat Bleep, 
And wake like babes, that we may wake with Hil 
Who watches still His own from harm to keep, 
And o'er them spreads the wings of cherubim. 

No fears have we when some delightful child 

Falls from its innocence into the grave; 

SooD as we know ita little breath is gone, 

We see it lying on the Savionr'a breast 

A heavenly flower, there fed with heoTenlj dew. 



In some mde spot where Yiilgar herbage grows, 

If chance a violet rear its purple head. 
The carefid gardener moves it ere it blows. 

To thrive and flourish in a nobler bed; 

Sach was thy fate, dear child. 
Thy opGoing sneh! 
Pre-eminence in early bloom was shown; 

For earth, too good, perhapH; 
And lov'd too mnoh— 
Heaven saw, and early mark'd thee for its own. 

The cup of life just to her lips she press'd. 
Found the taste bitter and declined the rest; 
Then looking upward to the realms of day. 
She gently sighed her little booI away. 
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JUIES ClWTBORN (1713.) 

ToBSE happy infants, early taught to shnn 
All that the world ailmirea beneath the sun, 
Soora'd the weak barnJa mortality could tie, 
And fled impatient to their native sky. 

Dear, preclouB habea! alas! when fondly wild, 
A mobheF's heart hung molting o'er her child; 
When my chann'd eye a flood of Joy expcosa'd, 
And all the father kindled in my breast, 
A sudden paleness seined each guiltless face, 
And Death, thongh smiling, crept o'er every grace. 

Nature, be calm; heave uot the impaasion'd sigh. 
Nor teach one tear to tremble in mine eye; 
A few unspotted moments pass'd between 
Their dawn of being and their closing scene; 
And sure no nobler blessing can be given, 
When one short angaisb is the price of heaven. 

Wit's perfection. Beauty's wonder. 
Nature's pride, the Graces' treasnre, 

Virtue's life, bis friends' sole pleasure, 
This cold marble-Htone lies under. 

Which, ifl often moiat with tours 

For such loaa in such young years. 

Lovely Boy, thou art not dead. 
But from earth to heaven fled; 
For baae earUl was far nnfit 
For such beauty, grace, and wit 
Thou, alive on earth, street Bay, 

Hadst an angel's wit and face; 
And now dead, thou dost enjoy 

la high heaven an angel's place. 



WOBI» OF OOHFOBT. 

Bee Sin could blight or Sorrow fade, 
Death camo nith friendly caie, 

TLb opening bud to heaven conveyed, 
And bs,de it bloaeom there. 

Its balmy lipa the infoat bleat, 
Relaxing from its mother'a breast. 

How Bwcet it heaves the happy sigh 
Of innocent eatietyl 

And such my infant's lateet sighl 
tall, rnde stono, the puBser by 

That here the pretty babe doth lie 
Death saag to de«p with lallaby. 



Behkath, a sleeping infant lies, 

To earth whose aehea lent, 
More glorioxiB shall hereafter rise, 

Though not more innocent. 

When the arch -angel's trump shall blow. 

And Boalfl and bodies join, 
What crowds will wish their lives below 

Had been as short as thiiit! 
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mm OF CDIFBEI FOE fkmii WiUW OF LITUfi (HLDM. 

Billtod hy William Logan. 

With an Introductory Historical Sketch on Infant SiJratioii, by 

the Rbv. Dr. WuLiAa Anoebson, Glasoow. 

Optolons ot the PresB— I'IFIB BSITIOH. 

London. 

Dciin Alford, in the Contemporars Revian, XS69.— Ttis charm- 
ing book . . . originally Bj>ning out of a, bereavement, which 
has indeed brought forth choice fruit. Mr, Logan baa brought 
togethor an ample colloction, from uriters, Ecgliah and foreign, 
in iirose and Terse, of pnssagea which could bear on this subject ; 
and has prcfiied to all an Historical Enear, by Dr. Anderson of 
Glasgow, on Infant Salvation. The large diifuaton of the volume 
is of itaelf testimony of the truth of our recoiamendation, when 
wo Bay that it la one which would form apreoious gift to bereaved 
friends, and would he admitted into counsel with the wounded 
heart, at a time whan almost all words, written and epokon, are 
wortliiflBs. Higher praise could liardly be given. 

Laadaa Q'iarUrl</ Beniea, Ai)ril, 186t). —A most beautiful tai 
blessed book. Here are treasure! of consolation, in pross and 
poetry, for all tliat are bereaved. The volume hae no rival, and 
is one which no Christian should lack. 

The Sooheller.— To the present issue have been added various 
Brtiolea speoially prepared for it by Principal Tulloch, Dean 
Alford, Rev. Henry AllDn, and other well-known writers. 

Fiiblu! Opinion. — A very beautiful collection ot Words ot Com- 
fort. We can easily understand how such a charmingly written 
work should become popular, 

Britiak Coiitroreriuiiist. — This is a oasfeet of affection, full of 
geraa ot heart value, and precioua to the souL It is an anthology 
of putental love and sorrow, and an oncyclopaidiii ot pure and 
holy consolation. 

Ei'aagelirai Ma{/a2ine.~ lia lessons are full of healing balm, 
eurichcd with truth, and clothed in beauty ; they cannot fail to 
relieve, console, and gladdea. 

TheSicorri and (Ac rroiwi,— How many sad hearts may have 
been ooiiiforted by this work it would be hard to tell. It must 
be growingly ssaful ai it is more widely known. 

Smngehcal Chriattniiom. — Widely aa the book has bees abwuiy 
circulated, it has but to bo known in order to be perused and 
appreciated still more extensively. 

Our Ovm PiToiiii^Sa ooUeotion ot eitraets bearing on this 
topic could surpass this in fulness or in value. Mora we need not 
Bay— less, in iustiee to its merits, we could not, 

Bible Clan Magaziiu, — The work ia altogether one of great 
interest and value. We cordially odd ourtcgtiinoojinita&inMx. 
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1 Bi«ks very 
^^^m^. ^. ''^.-~^^. Jfimfnri. It ifi full of everv Yff ' 

ing and comfortable w„ _ , .-_-j - — 

profit at any time by the liereaTeil aud unboreHved. 

The Friniiive MetJiodiiL—'Tbe book bus our hiKbeat approTol 
end wanneBt reoonunendaticm. 

The CItiiTch Bei'iei'i.—It is a pleaeiiig book, and snggestB many 
topicB of consolation to bere&vtd parents. 

BeWa Weekly Sfetsenger.—The book may now be said to bai^e 
reaolied perfection. The sbundanoe of really fine poetry on the 
topic ia Burprising. Cordially do we welcome ttde improTed 
edition, and espedaEy do we reeommend sorrowing parents to it a? 
a spring and well of comfort. 

Sngiixli Independent. — There ia certainly no corresponding 
collection of words of consolation in our laUBUagB- They are 
citremelj varied and beautiful, and are admirably suited to tbt 
end tho compiler has in viuw. 

The London Examiner and flevieii'.— Everywhere are signs of 
genuine suirering and honest tears ; and the work ia therafore a 
singukrly wboleaonie one. Altogether the volume is carefully 
compiled, aud ia adniirahly ada]]ted to the [porpose of the editor. 

lUiutiratcd London Times. — Full of cjuotation in prose and verse 
from ^eat writern, as well as from writers a( merit who are cou- 



inded sjurilj 



paratively nnknow 

LondtM ScoUTnan. — The book will drop balm in 
far better than any words can do. 

LUerary World.— Qnite an encyclopLedia ot paaaages upon the 
tonching subject of which it treats. 

English Pbotisoiai. j^d 

Bolton' Gutti'dian. — Mr. Logan has laid under contribatiq^H 
wide circle of our hest writers both in prose and poetry, and HPT 
has strung their thoughte together so na to make a harmonioW' ■ 
whole of valuable inetrnotion, calculated to assuagB the sorrows, 
strengthen the faith, and evoke a spirit of snbmiBsion to the 
irrevocable event. 

Bradford Obaeniei: — 'We give a cordial weloome to the fifth 
edition of this admirable cidloction of consoling thoughts for 
bereaved parents. 

" ' ■e Beiiiiiiet. — A casket of precious and priceless gems. 



United Fretbi/terian Magazine. — Once more we beartUy oom- 
mend this work to the acceptance of the universal chunrh, ai 
pre-eminently fitted to bind up the wounds ot those who weup 
becauae their cliildren are not. 

Dundee Advertiser. — The poetry, which forms ahout a third 
of the whole, is, with scarcely an exception, eiaellsntr— couprijunK 
the beat productions ot the best authors of the day. '^ 

Ai/nhire Expreit. —This is one of the best adapted boska is tt 
language for bereaved parent 



opmioirs OF thb fbebb. 

SjimbaHan Sei-ald.—We tave nmch pleasura in again reeom- 
meading this work to our readere. 

Alloa Adceriiier.—'bi matter it ia unequalled, and tlie stylo in 
whiah it ia got up is first-clasB. 

SamUlim Aileettiitr.—Tbia ia the beat book of its kind in the 
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The Witiieitj Halifax, Nova Scotia.— There it no question hnt 
that this book is now the best published nhich can be put into the 
llandBof parents— both parents— but espcdallj mothers "bweaTed 
.<rf little children." 



Oplnloca ol tha P»bb— THIRD BDITION. 
LOHDOIT. 

SrHish Qiarierlg Revietn, Jnl;/ 1, 1867. — Mr. Logan pnta forth 
an enlarged edition of a prociuus little book, conaieting of a 
seleotion of pieces, both in proae and poetry, from varioua authors 
concerning the death of ohildren, which will speak tenderl;, 
pioualy, and aootbinglf to the hearts of bereaved parents. 

T/ie >r«2iniiM(ir fiseiew.— Wemigbt say a word or two theological 
on the "Worda of Comfort," by WiUiani Logan; but prefer to 

eoUeation, for its kindly purposo, and 0Bp«eiaJly because of the great 
beauty of the abort pieces of poetry which it contains 

The Sword and ike Iroicel.—ltev. C. S. Spurgeos, Editor.— 
We have aforetime mantioneil, with much approbation, this well- 
stored treaaury of comfortable worda. A very valuable compen- 
dium of the opmioni of divines, and a choice collection of the aongs 

Chntlian W'tnas. — Tbia Book may now ho regarded as a 
standard among books for mourners. It is, in faot, unique, and 
has in its own departroent no follow or oqULj. 

Baptiit Jfa^muK.— A judicious selection of thetbougbta of scores 
of wise and good men, upon a subjeot of intense ioterest to 
thonsands of parental hearts. 

(Wfa/ejfan) Metkadiit Record.— U seems to contain almost every- 
thing on the subjeot of tlio safety of little eblldron that is to be 
found in the whole range of literature. 

The Moravian ^riini^.— Precious mines of consolation are here 
opened to bereaved parents. 

MetAodat A'ew Cw'eiion J/ajoiine.— "Wo most cordially recom- 
mend this eioellent and useful book to our readers, and wo 
heartily wish for it a itil! more rapid and extensive circulation. 

Frimilim Uethadist Magasine. — The book is a treasury of 
sjrmpathy, and will bless the fanulies that give it a place in their 
libraries. 



opimoKB or THB vasae. 

UtaUd Methodist Free Churches Ifar/asiae. — This is an ezoelleiit 
work. The present edition is n decided imprDvement on ite pre- 
Aenesitm. 

Damtitic Meaenger.—Tiai ia one of tlie mOEt uomforting, gracioas. 
■ad touohingly-beautifol volumea aver iagned from the press. 

Sandat/ Teacheri' Treaiiay. — TliB book ia a, conaoientioua and 
most nbly executed one. 

Union JKijosins for Sunday School Teaclwr't.—& treamiy of the 
oonsaling nttersjioeB of geniuH ajid aympatliy — admirably adapted 
to soothe tlioee who weop because thair aliildreii "aro Dot." 

Puipit Anatysl. — Never, to onr knowledge, tub tlie ]it«ratnra 
of infant salvation so extensirelf collated, or so wisely and osre- 
fo^ diittibnted. 

aie Gospei Guide, — The book will be a fayonrite whereBoevsr 
the English luiguagc is known. 

Noticoiiformial, — It is n ^tfect compendium of the thought of 
the best luinda on such topca aa eonBofation and infant Balvation, 
and will be a real aolace to maay a, mourner. 

We /Vwjmin. — Dr. Anderson's Inirodnotory Sketch of the 
" Hiatory of Infajit Salvation " ia vigorous and racy. There must 
be tena of thousands of families to which this volume needs but 
to bo known to prove a laoat welooma boon. 

Tlie Engliih /adqiendeal.—-'We cordially oommend this beautiful 
Tolame to bereaved parents in tlieir aadneas and tears. 

Chriilian World,— It contains the nobleat and most touohing 
words of our most distinguiEbed dlvinea and poets, both living 
and dead. Can we give it higher praise? 

Chriilian Times. — We desire that many tern of thousands of 
this valuable book ma; be circulated. 

London Weektv Jlmei. — Most ably and induatrioualy has ths 
editor accomplished bis merciful task. 

Nota and (Juerwi. — An interesting Tolume. Doubtless, it has 
proved a comfort to hundreds of Borrowing parente. 

The Homing Star. — It is ao true to its title, and >o admirably 
adapted to comfort bouses of mourning when the flowers of earth 
have been trMisplantad to the heavenly soil, thai it uauuot fail to 
be a real household treasure. 

Engijsh Peovihcial. 

lAverpool Mercury.— VLt. Logan's volume baa onr very honest 
and very warm recommenda,tion. 

Bristol Western Cailtj Prtu.—The idea and nrrangemEnt of the 
work aro exoeUent. The volume is eminently suited to give coa-a 
solation to parents who ha,ve been bereft of little children. ^9 

SCOTLAND— Glaeoow. ^M 

NorOi British Daily Mail.— Tbia volome has been emnpiled ^flM 
great care and judiciousDoaa. In the list of contributon apMKJ 
the names of some of the most eminent vrriters, dead and Imng, 
and many of the pieces, liotb the prose and the poetry, iire among 
the choiooat things in the language. 



0PIHION3 or THI PREBS, 

MarniiigJoumB!, — It is almoat Bitpprfluous to say a word in praise 
o( tliia truly touching and intercating volumo. 

Glasgow (7i7u«n.— Mr. Lc^an baa collected innumerablo beautiful 
tbinp uttered on the deatliB of ohildreo, both in pcoee and verse. 

cSriitian A'nsi. — With all our hestrt we oouimenil it to such oa 
oither need auch words, or would care to send them where the; 
Bra needed. 

Glcugmo Sabbath School Megazliie.—The editor has shown indua- 
try and iudgmBnt, as well as taste and feeling, in the lireparation 
of Ma work. 

Fi>ni'ar<2.— On the subject, there is m oar language nothing to 
be for a moment compared with thia volume. 

The Scotsman. — The indiistry and general good taato with which 
this little volume haa been oompiled are worthy of all commendi- 
tion. It in full cf causolation for those who sorrow a« not without 

iiailg Hemeo'. — The plan of the work is one which ensurea for 
it general acceptance. 

S'ailtuA Congregalional Magazim. — AVe believe tbfl.t no auoh 
compilatioD ejuets on this subjeot in an; language, and oannot con- 
ceive of a greiiter boon to Borrow-etricken pareata than to put thig 
volume into their Lands. 

ScoUiih Sabbalh SchaJ Teaehen' Jfo^ne.— The treasures that 
here meet us axe rich, touching, and fuU. 

Scottish PHOvinciiL. 

SlirHng Obierver.—lta edifying teuchingn anil eweot aolocomenta 
Kje eminently fitted to soothe and satisfy the mind. 

Alloa, Adi'ertiier, — We heaitate not to affirm that it is the very 
best book of the kind in our langungo, or in any language.. 

Paiileji Gaalte. — We cordially recommend this work to the tens 
of thouaands of parental mourn era. 

Kilmaiiioch Standard. — Ajiything more fitting to convey rational 
and Christian comfort to families mourning the loss of littlo 
children, wo cannot imaainc. 

Perth Adtiertiser. — The title ia justified by the contonta. 
"Worda of Comfort" they are, and aa auoh we recommend them 
to all bereaved parents. 

■Brnoick Advertitei: — The present edition ia in every reipeot 

KtlK Chroaiele. — We hearti^ commend the book. 
Fi/eahire Joamai — Parents will find the words thus oolleolod 
worda of eomf ort indeed. A book never answered ita title better. 
Northern Entinn. — Worthy of n place in every family. 
Juhn o' Croat Jouraal.-^A. perfect treasury of comfort and conio- 

. Ltmdondtmj Standard. — Dr. Anderson contributes a, delightful 
•^-_. !.....•._ ._.,.. "3|jyjtion of Deoeajed Infanta," which we 

ntion of every thoughtful rosder. The great 

ita intcnae pnujtioal tone. 
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oFunoNS or the pbbss. 

Opinions of tha Fiesi— SEOOHD EDITION. 
LONDOH. 

Eev. Db. Johs Campbell, ui Ihe Chrisliaa Witness, 1861.— Hore 
ia opened up a fountaJn □( conaolation BufBcient to meet the oaaeof 
beieaved Cbrietiui parents in millions thranj[h all the world, to 
tha cloBB of agea ! The book may be entitled the "Cjolopitdm 
of Sympathy." 

EvaasdiaU Bfajaane.— The bookiaweUsnitedfor those whom 
tho bonevoliint editor aeeka to aolaee ajid to ohEer. His effort haa 
oar hearty commendntioa uid beat wiahea. 

BrilUh and Foreign Ettaigtlical fimeiD. — TheBB nonis of comfort 
fomiah a seasonable aod fitting Tolume to place in the hajida of 
beretived pu^nta. Wewiah the vohmia a vide oircolation. 

Meliora (A Quarterly Review).— This is the beat book upon the 
aubject of parental aoirow which we have met with. 

Esgliih Prabgtman Ategasine. — Just the book to he read and 
appreoiatiod by a diacoDaolate bcrenved parent. 

The Pa!riol.~Nest to the Holy Book, we oan hardly conceive 
of anything more soothing than for Uioao who weep for their 
children to turn over theae pagea, and havs suggested to them the 
bright and beautiful thoughts which the Ooapel hae taught, which 
genina haa shntwd, and nympatliy has consecrated. 

Brilisli Standard,— We thought we knew a little of the stores of 
English literature, but we were by no means prepared for such 
riches. The book is goite a treasury. 

literary Gazette. — Tbe book is rich in passages of eiquiaite feel- 
ing and expression. 

Tie Globe, — The poetical eitraots are choice, and varied by 
many eotuparatively unknown poems, but which, once known, will 
not leave the memory and heart. 

The Examiner (London). — As an instance of the richness of 
theae words it ia ouoiigh to say that some are from Daote awl 
Shakespeare, Milton and Jeremy Taylor, others by Wotdsworth 
imd Culoridge, Tennyson and Longfellow. 

EsoLiaH Provisclm. 
Lkerpooi Albioa—Or\e of the best hooka of the kind we have 

-t," conveyed in 
I literature can 

Mauchester Ovardvm. — 
aelectad will afford plena 
for oomfort. 

Bra<ifoFd Jin'leT. — Mr. Logan has rendered a valuable service not 
only to aorrowing parents, hut to Chriatian truth. 
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■e well nigh the fiottpst that gmh out 
sad and soiTOwing world. 

Mommg Journal. — Thero aro do Bner things in the English 
language thiui EoJDQ of those pieces, both in the prose and poetry. 

Glaigow Examiner.— Wa confldentlj predict for the book arapid 
and endoriag cirouUtion. 

Scottiih Keniem. — A very precious volume for mourning parents 

EcangelKol KijiBsilors. — NcTcr before — at least in tliis conntry 
—has ]ova intertwined so lonely and so aweet a wreath— a true 
Immortelle — to lay on the grave of departed childhood. 

Scoaish League JeumaL—Thn entire compilation will be fonnd 
of ineBtimablo lalue to mourning parents. 
EOINBCBGH. 

UnUed Freabt/teriaii ifagazine.^ The plan and ej 
littlo work are alike uioAt admirable. We cannc ^^ 

merits ; and rivals, that aco it pot above and before themaelvea, 
will frankly acknowledge that this is just as it onght to be. 

Rejormed Pmbyleriim Jl/irf Dane.— Wo hcartilji commend it to 
the perusal of those from whom Ood has in His mysterious pro- 
vidence removed "Household treasures." 

SOOrrKK PROVEJOIAI. 

George Giljillan- in Dundee J rfMrtiser,— Cordially do we 
wish that it may find its way into every room 6f the vast house 
of mourning, and do there its benevolent mission as a {xirtion of tbo 
grand ministry b; which God is yet to "wipe away tears from all 

Faitlei/ Berald.~lt a truly a golden treaiury of comfortable 
words for all who delight in Ine little ones of society. None can 
resort to it without benefit and delight. 

Greemtck Advertiser- — Many a gem here occurs of priceless value 
to the mourning and discousolate mother. 

iMmfTiti Herald.— This is a gracious little book, and will be 
highly acceptable to bereaved parents. 

Z/umfrici Courier.— The selections, both in prose and verse, are 
iidmiralily appropriate, on J beautiful in thought and exju'eBsioD. 

Aberdeen JZeradJ.- We heartily recommend the work. 

AgrOtaerrer. — An admirable volume. Deaervesawide circulation. 

Bencick Adecrtaer.-A book of singulai utility. We know of 
nothing in the whole compass of our religious litaraturo better 
adapted for putting into the hands of bereaved parenta. 

Montreal DaUij Wilttea.—Tho volume presents such a variety, 
that it must suit almost every case of parental bereavement. 

The IVitneii, Halifax, Nova Scotia. —It is full of the richest and 
the best, because the most thorough, scriptural ooniolation. 

JVor(A American (Quarterly) Aetiieic,— A richer treasury of conso- 
lation in human words could haidly be compiled. 



WORKS BY THE REV, DK. WM. ANDEBBON, GLASGOW. 

Author of 
DISCOUKSES, (First Smat): THE MASS, PESfANCE, 4c., jtc. 



DISCOURSE: Second Sena, Ba. 
OONTEKTS; — God— flni King-Father; The Divine Famijy; The 
Theory of Affliction and Death; the Perpetuity of tho dhuroh; 
Christ the Sainfa Lifa; The HeftTen'h' InheritunoB profBrredj The 
MisBiouarj Plea, ona of Justice; The Oracle Near; ClinBtiiui 
Homo; A Chriatian — Cliiirt's Friend; Cliriat, a Mastor; TJnohari- 
table Judgments, Judged. 

LoBD Bkourham.— ^His Lordship, after having read the Pis- 
courae — ^'tfnohsritablB Judgments, Judged" — thns "writes, in a 
letter dated December 31, 1859, "It is worthy of all aooeplation." 

Tlie Sun. — We find mneh in these sermons to demitnd DotiGe. 

TlKStandard, Lon. — " Bloqiient, Argraaentative — evangolicaL" 

Tkt Examiner, Zandon, — "A direotneas of eipression often 
raanhii^ to tha heiglit of the moat finished eloouenoe." 

Bi"i(taA Qaarierig Jttviea. — "Great logical clearnaBS, andaal^H 



HEGENERATION; Second Edition, Ga. M 

The late BcT. Dr. John Campbell, London.— Tho book, taken 
as a whole, is by far the best exhibition of the subject that has 
been presented in the English l(uigit;ige. The work of Witherepoou 
is superficiality itself compared with that of Anderson, which, for 
ages to eome, will muntaiu a high place in the theology of our 
country. 

The late Eev. Dr. John Brows, Edinburgh.— This is a remark- 
able book, by no common man, on a most important subjeot. 
That minister must stand very high ur very low, intellectually 
and s[piritually, who is not made by it both iiersonully and pro- 
fessionally wiser and better. 

GkOB&B GiLFlLLiH, Dundee. — Every way worthy of liis peculiar 
and powerful mind. It contaiuB a greater mass of racy writing. . 
strong argument, and searching examination of the heart, than 
we have met in any religious book wo have read for years. 

Britwh QuaTterti/ fleyiem. — There is in this volume, on this 
apparently exhausted topic, an amount of force, of originidity, and 
withal of SoriptnralnesB, which justifies us in most earnestly com- 
manding it to out readers. 

The British and Fordifn Quartertg Jfecieio.— There is much jl 
this volume that we can heartily recommend. — April, 1861. 

The Weitminsier Sei^ieiu. — The views anounired are v '' 

Bud logically expressed. —April, 1861. 
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